This is a reproduction of a library book that was digitized 
by Google as part of an ongoing effort to preserve the 
information in books and make it universally accessible. 


Google books 


https://books.google.com 



























La 
NAN INS 
Ke WIE 




































. \, (Vy ' ij 
Wii WY \ Za Mh 2 
Ape 
A) OSSEAIIN GES = 
Za SWZ; 
me WY VE ay = 











7] 











R » 
! ~~ A! 
. b 
A\ ‘ ONS = 
\ — * , 
\ wen a : 
\ Se AS 1 
\ Wy me aS 
A \ pe Je = <> " 
, \\ & - 4 


io 


‘ . PAN Fs 
/\ ) 


L_ 
a= 
B, 


ct. ge OL LF OL LF EL a 








Te 


OX) 
— \ 
_~ . 
= <4 
= \\ 


Fz 
ee oe 


—— 
i 
Sa 
— 


= 


Lights and shadows 1n a canine life, 
with sketches of travel, by Ugly’s ... 


miliitelae) 


' 
va 


| i Sie 
Lh), hud zzz — 








i os pore See 1 6 ey ences 


600055445T 


* oe 


; 
‘ 











. 


Digitized by Google 


LIFE, TRAVELS, AND ADVENTURES OF UGLY, 
A SCOTCH TERRIER, 


Digitized by Google 


Digitized by Google 





“ay AA) 


LAA 


LA LZ) 


APS ZF 
\) 








‘* LOVE ME~—LOVE MY DOG,” 


LIGHTS AND SHADOWS 


INA 


CANINE LIFH, 


WITH SKETCHES OF TRAVEL, 


BY 
UGLY’S MISTRESS, 


Life Member of the Royal Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to 
Animals in London, and of Za Société Protectrice des Animaux, in Paris, 


AUTHOR OF ‘‘WANDERINGS OF A BEAUTY,” “MURIEL OR 
SOCIAL FETTERS,’’ ETC, 


** And God saw that they were very good, and God blessed them.”’— 
Gen. 1, 22-25.31, 


‘* Not one sparrow shall fall tothe ground without your Father.?’—Marr, x. 29, 
‘* Let every thing that hath breath praise the Lord.’’—Ps. cl. 6. 






| LONDON : 

» MAKSHALL, & Co., STATIONERS’ HALL Court, 
FOR. 

THE ENGLISH LITERARY SOCIETY. 


1871, 


L4G. £40. 


LONDON 3 
PRINTED BY EMILY FAITHFULL, 
YRINTER AND FUEPLISHER IN ORDINARY TO HER MAJESTY, 


VICTORIA TRESS, PRINCES STREET, HANOVER SQUARE. 


TO OUR READERS. 


In presenting this little volume to the notice of an in- 
dulgent public the Author would claim for it one merit at 
least, which, like Charity, ought to “cover a multitude of 
sins’—that of veracity. This narrative may be said to be 
‘‘ the truth, and nothing but the truth,” but we must pause 
here, ere we “kiss the book,” and own that it is not “ ¢he whole 
truth,” for sad memory has, since it has been in press, recalled 
many and many a trait of intelligence and affection, many 
an anecdote which would doubtless have interested all 
Mistresses who love their dogs; for it is those whose 
sympathies we principally hope to enlist—and, through their 
gentle influence—that cf their family circle, friends, and 
acquaintances. 

With those who despise ¢he brute creation we confess to 
but little in common, but should any who have hitherto 
misunderstood the duties we owe to God’s dumb creatures 
be led, through a perusal of this unpretending volume, to 
amend the error of his ways, the writer will feel she has 
not laboured in vain. 

The Author also desires to make it known that she has 
given up all profits which may accrue from the sale of this 
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book, to the “ Ladies’ Educational Branch of the Royal 
Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals,” of which 
the Lord Bishop of Gloucester is President, and the Baroness 
Burdett-Coutts and other distinguished ladies, patronesses 
and active members, she has, therefore, the right (for the 
sake of the Charity) to recommend the work to the 
public. 

The Author takes this occasion to mention that she is 
herself a Member of the Committee of the ‘‘ Home for Lost 
and Starving Dogs,” which excellent Institution she desires 
likewise to bring before the notice of her humane readers. 
The Home (which has just been removed from Holloway to 
Lower Wandsworth Road, Battersea) is well worth a visit. 
There are a great variety of dogs (some quite fine ones) to 
be seen there, and as the Society’s principal object is to 
secure for the animals a good home, and a kind master 
we are glad to dispose of them to such, on exceptionally 
advantageous terms. 

61, Avenue Road, | 
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THE LIFE, TRAVELS, AND ADVENTURES OF “UGLY,” 
A SCOTCH TERRIER. 
CHAPTER I. 


HOW HE CHOSE A MISTRESS. 


Ong fine summer’s afternoon in the year 1864, I was sitting 
on the terrace under the trellised and rose-embowered 
verandah of my pretty little cottage in Staten. Island, 
thoroughly enjoying the balmy and perfumed air, and the 
song's of the happy birds—my eyes resting on one of the 
loveliest views to be seen in any land, for the beautiful Bay 
of New York lay like a mirror before me, its rippling waves 
flashing and gleaming here and there in the sunbeams like 
molten gold. | 

I had probably a book in my hand as an excuse for the 
dolce far mente in which I was indulging ; but I often turned 
to watch the gambols of my little kitten, Topsy, who was 
playing at hide-and-seek behind the beds of variegated 
flowers which ornamented the lawn; and also listened 
occasionally to the animated conversation of my two 
canaries, suspended in separate cages on either side of the 
bower of roses before-mentioned. 

These little fellows were brothers and quarrelled most 
unfraternally when housed together, but were the dearest 
of friends when they could hear, without seeing one another. 
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At present they appeared to me to converse thus. “ Are 
you there ?” 

“‘ Yes, and you ?” 

“Yes, a fine day.” 

“ True.” 

“ Shall we sing?” “Yes,” “Yes,” from both, and the 
the conversation would break into a joyous carol. 

A truly happy party were we four, enjoying the good gifts 
of our Creator, in sympathy with each other and with the 
beautiful scene. 

The agreeable reverie in which I was indulging was in- 
terrupted at this point by the advent of my coachman, 
‘David. 

“If you please, ma’am, if you have no objection, I have 
got the loan of a little dog for the stable.” 

“Very well, David, if you think it necessary.” 

“In course, ma’am, it be—any night Charlie (the horse) 
might be stolen; the stable being at the bottom of the 
garden and so far from the house—a dog is required as a 
guard.” 

‘You can get the dog then at once, David, I should not 
like poor Charlie to walk off during the night!” 

The following morning, it was quite unnecessary to ask if 
Charlie’s protector had arrived, for a more dismal howling 
than that which the little stranger kept up all night, was 
never heard. I directed the coachman not to tie up the dog 
in future, but merely to shut him into the stable; the result 
being that the howls became rarer and less lugubrious, 
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though they still continued enough to show that our unwilling 
visitor had not yet become reconciled to his new quarters. 

“Wouldn't you like to see the little dog, ma’am ?” said 
David to me one morning, and on receiving permission, he 
brought his profége to me. 

“I can’t say you have chosen the little fellow for his 
beauty,” I exclaimed, of seeing a rough, rather dirty- 
looking dog, with his tail cut too short; “he is positively 
ugly.” 

My coachman respectfully begged to differ from me, 
drawing my attention especially to a pair of large brown 
eyes, brilliant with intelligence, the like of which, he de- 
clared, he had never seen in any human being, adding that 
for his part he would rather have an animal so evidently 
intelligent than the most perfect beauty of a lap-dog that 
ever was pupped. 

Good David was right, as the sequel will prove ; though 
he failed to persuade me so at the time, and I took but little 
notice of the dog. When, however, he began to feel rather 
more at home, the little fellow would seize every oppor- 
tunity of escaping from the stable, and running into the 
drawing-room through the verandah, would find me out, 
and standing on his hind legs, would lay his head coaxingly 
on my lap, where he would remain till sent away. 

Meanwhile, the time drew near when the dog was to be 
sent back home. His mistress, it appeared, kept a lager- 
bier saloon, in other words, a public-house; and she was 
now worrying my coachman whenever she saw him, to 
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bring back Jack: (as he was then named) he was, she said, 
such a wonderful guard that she could spare him no longer, 
and therefore begged I would get a dog of my own, and 
return hers. 

I went one day accordingly, with David, to New York by 
ferry-boat, in the carriage drawn by Charlie, to choose a 
dog at the place where stray dogs are taken previously to 
_ being drowned in the Hudson by order of the police, and 
we brought one back to Sans Souci (which .was the. name 
of my cottage) with us. 

There is as great a difference in the intellect of dogs as 
of people; my new possession was decidedly stupid, added 
to which, David discovered that he could not bark. Two 
days after, I was told he had run away, but I’ suspect that 
the coachman had executed upon the unfortunate animal the — 
sentence already passed upon him by the police of New 
York ; thus ending his brief career. 

A few mornings later, my cook came in to me witha 
broad grin upon her face. 

‘Please ma'am, only think! Beauty has come back.” 

“Who on earth do you mean by Beauty, Lena ?’ I asked. 

_ “Why, ma’am, the little dog as David brought.” 

“ Pray, Lena, do not call him by such a foolish name. I 
am sure that of Ugly would be far more suitable.” 

‘‘ Well, ma’am, what is to be done with Ugly then, if you 
please ?” 

“Oh, give him his dinner, and I daresay he will go back 
after it.” 
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But Ugly (for from this time, that name was appropriated 
to him) did not care for any dinner, and did not go home; 
on the contrary, he crept into the drawing-room and nestled 
his poor little head on my knee as if to say, “I have not 
come for what I can get, but because I feel -I have found the 
mistress I could love above all others; won't you take me 
then for your dog ?” , 

He stayed on a visit to Sans Souci for several days, but 
never missed going home daily during that time, at twelve 
o’clock ; as I used to say, for his sandwich and glass of 
lager ;* and his visit might have been still more lengthened 
hac he not been caught chasing the fowls, after which feat, I 
am sorry to say, poor Ugly was driven home with ignominy, 
where he spent some few days. Our cottage was about a 
mile and a half from the village where the public-house was, 
and frequently I have met the little fellow trotting that dis. 
tance alone, as independently as possible. 

As an instance of still more remarkable independence, I 
will here mention that having been one morning to New 
York by the ferry-boat; (a small steamer with deck and 
cabins, which plies in three-quarters of an hour between 
New York and Staten Island,) I was returning in the same 
manner, when who should I see standing on the poop and 
looking out towards Staten Island like a gentleman, but 
Ugly—he was quite alone and came gladly to me when I 
called him, following me out of the boat, and back after the 
carriage to the cottage. 


* Anglice beer. 
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Why that most original and independent animal went to 
New York ; how amidst the multitude of ferry-boats, he 
found the right one in which to come back ; or whether he 
only went for the pleasure of the trip, and made the return 
voyage in the same vessel—is a mystery yet unsolved. 

This time, however, I felt almost persuaded that in- 
telligence is superior to beauty in the canine, as in the 
human species. 

Time sped on, and summer waned into autumn. My bower 
of June roses was now entwined with creepers bearing 
blossoms of the richest crimson which hung in festoons 
between the latticed columns of the verandah, where large 
wax.like magnolias made the air fragrant around. In 
the garden, the geraniums and other summer plants 
were replaced by tall and gorgeous dahlias of varied hues. 
The mosquitoes, the curse of that lovely island, were 
rapidly diminishing ; but Ugly still continued his unsolicited 
visits, although he was often, I am sorry to say, sent home 
with the aid of a broom-stick or a mop in the most un- 
dignified manner—yet a bright day was dawning for him, 
as will shortly be seen. 

One morning David again appeared in Ugly’s behalf. 

“ Please ma’am, he began, ‘‘ the woman as owns the 
little dog, wants to know if you will buy him; ‘cause,’ says 
she, ever since he came up here,-he has never been a bit of 
good to her, he does not now care to bide at home, and 
always wants to cut off to our place.” 

“ Really, David,” I replied, “I don’t at all want a dog,we 
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are soon going into the city, and in the spring I expect to 
cross to England ; indeed, a dog would be a great incon- 
venience just now. Tell the woman to keep him shut up, 
and if he ever comes up here, mind you always drive him 
back at once.” 

David did my behest, but it was all in vain, for poor 
little Ugly had chosen his mistress and had doggedly de- | 
termined never to part from her. 

Such constancy and perseverance had their deserved re- 
ward ; for one propitious hour, when the little coaxer had 
lain his head for a longer time than usual on my knee, my 
obdurate heart relented at last, and orders were given to 
David accordingly. He was desired first to give Ugly a good 
wash and to brush and comb him, thereby immensely im. 
proving his appearance ; and then he was sent to tell the 
owner to send for the money. 

The next day, the man who had bred the dog, came up 
to receive payment; he informed me that Ugly was about 
two years old. Ugly caressed the man, but seemed to have 
no wish to go with him ; on the contrary, he stood by and 
saw me pay his late owner, seeming to know his desire 
was gratified and that he was to be my dog from hence. 
forth and for ever. 
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CHAPTER II. 


HOW UGLY CONDUCTED HIMSELF IN HIS NEW HOME. 


Though Ugly had previously been so erratic a dog, 
singular to say, from the moment he had seen me pay his 
master for him, he never once offered to leave the premises ; 
not even at twelve o’clock for his lunch, at which hour he 
had seldom before missed returning to his old home. He 
seemed to feel that he had now becomea permanent mem- 
ber of the family, that from that moment my interest had 
become /zs, and that his constant presence was required to 
protect my property. 

Woe betide any unhappy cow who had _ incautiously 
strayed into the garden through the sometime open gate of the 
carriage entrance! Ugly would fly at her heels and induce 
her to make a most rapid exit. Topsy, the kitten, and he 
lived together very much as husbands and wives do; that is, 
they really liked each other in spite of occasional jars, so 
much so that Topsy would be quite restless and unhappy 
when Ugly was out ; though she would, perhaps, as soon as 
he returned give him a sound box on the ear as a welcome. 

She seemed to have a real regard for him personally, but 
could not at all get over the idea that he wasa dog; and 
he shared, therefore, in the repulsion she evidently felt for 
the canine species in general. 

I remember once Topsy strayed away for a day or two, 
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and Ugly was sent to look for her. He quite understood 
what to do, and commenced scouring the fields in the 
neighbourhood ; but as she was much farther off, he did not 
discover her, though she was found at last and brought 
home. As Topsy grew older, of course, she had many 
admirers, but of such goings-on, her friend Ugly totally 
disapproved ; he used always to watch his opportunity, and 
spoil sport by driving all the Toms away over the wall and 
forcing Miss Topsy to re-enter the house much against her 
will. One particular evening, I remember I was sitting 
on the sofa, Ugly beside me quietly asleep, when through 
the open door rushed Topsy (if ever there was a vixen it 
was she !) and flying at Ugly like a mad cat, she beat and 
scratched him till the blood ran down his face and he 
screamed with pain. 

The mystery was soon solved by the entrance of the cook 
in a fit of laughter, who informed me, as soon as she could 
utter a sentence, that our virago was revenging herself for 
the loss of her lovers, whom Ugly had lately driven over the 
wall, and who were too alarmed to return. 

One more anecdote about this really original cat I must 
mention. The first time she was about to have kittens, she 
did not, as most cats do, go and lie quietly in her basket, 
but would persist in remaining in the drawing-room with 
me, to whom she was much attached ; and the funniest 
thing in the world was, that every maternal pang she suffered 
she invariably ran to poor Ugly, who was lying quite 
quietly on the rug, and boxed his ears; as if her sufferings 
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were all his fault, when we know that quite the reverse was 
the case. 

lt was astonishing how good-temperedly he bore all 
Topsy’s caprices, never attempting to bite her in return, but 
often lifting up his paw to slap her as she did him, without, 
of course producing the slightest effeet; though I fancy he 
imagined he hurt her as much as she hurt him; yet though so 
good to her he made her obey, as we have seen, nor would 
he ever permit her to cast a longing eye on the canaries, 
always driving her away when she came too near their 
cages. 

Early in November we all migrated to New York; Ugly, 
who was quite country-bred, seemed as much amused as an 
intelligent child would have been, as he passed through 
Broadway and saw the crowds of people, stages, carts and 
horses ; his bright eyes seemed to perceive everything, and 
he soon got to know his way as well about the city as about 
the Island. A circumstance, however, occurred which induced 
me scmewhat to curtail his liberty. A rascal of a stable- 
man, where Charlie stood at livery, managed to entice Ugly 
(who had ever a weakness for the fair sex) away with a 
lady dog, and when he got him into the stable, he tied 
him up until a sufficient reward was offered. 

This, as Ugly had made himself a place in his mistress’s 
heart was soon done, and in a few days he was brought 
back. The sight of the poor little fellow’s mad delight, 
when he really found himself back once again in the old 
familiar scenes and with those he loved, was touching; he 
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flew upon the sofa and upon every chair in the two drawing- 
rooms again and again; went round and round the rooms, 
and seemed scarcely to realize his return, or be able to con- 
tain his joy. 

Topsy, who was delighted to see her friend back, of 
course, boxed his ears the moment he approached her, but 
Ugly took it all in good part, and seemed too full of happi- 
ness to quarrel, or even to eat the dinner, which the cook (a 
great ally of his) had provided for him. Very soon after 
this, I decided on going to West Point, as the heat in June 
in the City is often intense ; and besides, during the summer 
New York is not a safe place for a pet. The police 
give a reward to every idle boy who brings a dog, stray or 
not, to a certain place on the Hudson river; here the poor 
animals are tied up and fed with bread and water for a 
certain number of hours, according to- the value of the dog, 
and when not claimed or sold, they are taken out in a boat 
and drowned in the river. 

The Americans are not fond of animals, as a nation, and 
few of them keep pets; dogs especially are neither appre- 
ciated nor understood, and the sight of the cruelties practised 
on the poor horses which draw the public conveyances is 
heart sickening. 

In no country was an “ Animals’ Protection Society” more 
required than in America, and Iam most happy to record 
that the want has now been supplied. | 

But to return—conformably with unpleasant usages in 
American hotels, a beautiful suite of rooms with a lovely 
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view over the broad Hudson at Cozens’ fine hotel slipped 
out of my grasp, merely because the landlord had caught 
sight of my poor little innocent terrier in the garden. How- 
ever, we found a cottage close by, which I took for three 
months, and which was near enough to admit of dining at 
the hotel. . ; 

At West Point the scenery is something like that on the 
banks of the Rhine, but grander and more imposing; here 
Ugly and his mistress enjoyed charming walks and he was 
allowed more liberty. So much so that he often took a 
stroll down to the village on his own account, and occa- 
sionally even went off late at night, not returning till one or 
two o'clock in the morning, and then disturbing all the house 
by barking till let in; which I do not, of course, attempt to 
defend as proper behaviour. 

Ugly, I regret to say, had a knack of being naughty, and 
by bad example leading. other dogs into scrapes and punish- 
ment, while he himself escaped scot free. I remember at 
one hotel at which we stayed for a day or two, the landlord 
had a beautiful little dog to whom Ugly took a fancy, which 
was returned by its object. This little dog was a pattern of 
good behaviour till Ugly unluckily, by the force of bad 
example, taught him to run at the visitors and snap at their 
heels. which resulted in the imprisonment of the poor little 
friend, and to Ugly merely in the loss of an agreeable and 
lively companion. 

My readers must not, however, at all conclude from 
the above, that our little hero was a _ reprobate ;—on 
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the contrary, he was a dog who delighted in going to 
Church. 

One Sunday at West Point I well remember, the 
weather being very sultry, all the doors were open during 
Divine Service, even that of the choir, where I had under. 
taken the duty of assisting in the singing. Knowing Ugly’s 
pious disposition, I had desired the servant to shut him into 
the house till my return; what then was my surprise on 
peering from the choir into the body of the Church, to see 
him enter deliberately through the west door opposite the 
altar, and walk slowly up the aisle, smelling each lady’s 
dress right and left; not finding the person he wanted, he 
then coolly turned and walked out of the Church by the 
north door. I hoped he had gone home; but not a bit of it !. 
Five minutes after the gentleman entered by the choir door, 
where he seemed determined to remain, andas I feared, help 
us, for Ugly never missed a chance of singing a duett with 
me though he did not join with others. | 

We were in the middle of a hymn, so what could I do but 
seize him by the ‘collar to prevent his singing, he stand- 
ing on his two legs like one of us, till the hymn was over 
when I ran home with him, scolding the cook, of course, for 
having opened the house-door. Ugly, however, was deter. 
mined ‘/Aat Sunday to perform his religious duties for he 
appeared again a second time in the choir, during the 
singing of the responses between the commandments. I had. 
made up my mind to let him remain, when it seems the 
clergyman got wind of the unwelcome presence, and sent. 
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the Beadle, cocked hat, mace and all—to eject the little 
fellow; but Ugly, who had been perfectly quiet till now 
catching sight of the official began to bark furiously, I 
was, therefore, once more obliged to take my refractory 
church-goer home and this time locked him in myself. 

The Rev. Mr. was very high-church, and had 
prayers regularly twice a day, though his wife was his sole 
congregation ; one afternoon there had been practice in the 
church, to which Ugly was sometimes admitted, and after- 
wards it was the hour for service ; everyone having left the 
Church, Mrs. asked me, if I would mind staying with 
her and her child; I agreed, provided my dog might stay, 
to which she consented on my assuring her he would be 
quiet. 

Unfortunately, however, he could not stand the appear- 
ance of the Rev. Mr. advancing through a side-door in 
his surplice, and rushed at him, barking vehemently. 
Mrs. and I could not help laughing. 

I caught him, however, by the collar, and from that 
moment he behaved beautifully, looking up in my face and 
moving his lips as he saw me do when repeating the re- 
sponses. Poor little creature! he was all but human in 
intelligence, and the remembrance of his strangely original 
ways all prompted by devoted attachment, only makes his 
recent loss the more bitter to his bereaved friend and 
grieving mistress ! 
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CHAPTER ITI. 


UGLY CROSSES THE ATLANTIC. 

After a pleasant summer at West Point, I decided on re- 
turning to England and taking my little pet with me. 

Poor Topsy, I was obliged to leave, after finding her a 
home; the poor little cat passed the last night on my bed, 
she on one side Ugly on the other ; they unfortunately came 
into too close contact in the middle of the night and awoke 
me by a tremendous battle, in which, as usual, poor Ugly 
got the worst of it. Topsy, I was told, pined sadly after 
I had left. | 

The Cunard Company make it a rule to take nodogs; I 
was therefore, constrained to secure places in one of the Inman 
line of steamers, which happened to be the since ill-fated 
‘* City of Boston.” This vessel struck me at once as being 
too long, too narrow, and too low in the water for safe 
Atlantic navigation in stormy weather, also I found a vast 
difference in the way the watch was kept by the officers of 
the rival companies; the regulations of the Cunard steamers 
being) much more severe, 

For instance, no officer, not even the captain, in the latter 
line is allowed to sail until he has pledged his word neither 
to touch wine nor spirits during the voyage ; and the officers, 
with the exception of the captain and doctor, are not per- 
mitted to mix with the passengers. 

In the Inman line, on the contrary, no such restrictions are 
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imposed ; it is therefore easy to see tnat discipline must be 
more lax. 

We had, happily, smooth weather and a prosperous 
voyage, varied by an occasional fog off the banks of New- 
foundland; in one of which we nearly ran over and 
swamped some fishing boats. 

Poor little Ugly was not allowed to be in the cabin with 
me, hé was given into the charge of the ship’s butcher and 
kept tied up on deck under cover, close to an unhappy horse 
in a small loose box, in which he (the horse) could scarcely 
move, much less lie down ; and surrounded by a set of dirty 
Irish steerage passengers, of whom. poor Ugly evidently 
felt such fear and dislike, that I was alarmed lest (if 
they teazed him) he should bite them and so come to 
grief. 

As soon as I was free from sea-sickness, I used to have 
him brought to me on deck, where, whether it was that he 
felt I was not quite well and comfortable, (as dogs do) he 
was always in the worst of tempers, which he vented usually 
upon the captain; always rushing at him with an evident 
desire to get hold of his legs, so except when walking up and 
down on deck with him, I kept him on the chain. 

I remember once when all the passengers were at 
dinner, Ugly had been having some bones on deck and had 
gone away, leaving one large one which I took up and 
threw into the sea. 

In a minute, however, he was back looking for his bone, 
and not perceiving it, he instantly suspected the poor little 
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fourth officer of the theft (he being the only person, besides 
myself, on deck) and immediately flew at his legs. 

Happily, this young man was most good-natured and took 
it quite in good part; but many of the passengers whom 
poor Ugly disliked were always vowing vengeance upon 
him, and I was obliged to bribe the butcher largely and to 
tell him he must answer for the dog’s life, in order to insure 
his safety. 

Some of the passengers recounted stories of the treatment 
of dogs on a voyage, which made my blood curdle. One 
said he had seen a magnificent Newfoundland, on a slight 
suspicion of madness, knocked on the head and thrown into 
the sea. The poor animal, who was only stunned, and no 
more mad than the sanest of the passengers, struck out and 
swam strongly and rapidly after the ship in a manner quite 
pitable to behold till lost to sight. What diabolical 
cruelty ! 

Never can I forget my poor little Ugly’s wistful pleading 
look, when before going down, I took him to his butcher 
and saw him chained up for the night ; all his soul seemed 
going out after me through his eyes; till at last I begged 
the man to keep him with him in his little pantry on 
deck, and after that I think the poor little thing was less 
unhappy, for he began to like his keeper. He was always 
a first-rate sailor and had a great appetite on board, in 
which respect he fared better than his mistress. 

The last two evenings before reaching the shores of 
England_I smuggled the little fellow down into my cabin, 
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and then, of course, “all went merry as a marriage 
bell.” 

This long voyage made an indelible impression on him 
for ever after, the sight of a steamer made his tail go down, 
and the moment he got on deck he would rush down at 
once into the cabin and try to escape observation. 

We have made many shorter voyages together since, 
but in no case under such painful circumstances to Ugly, who 
was usually permitted in the cabin with his mistress, and if 
not, she generally preferred sharing her wrap with her dog 
on deck, to a long separation when she knew she would, 
suffer if her pet were not happy. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

UGLY STARTS ON HIS EUROPEAN TOUR. 

We (that is Ugly, mistress and maid) left London for the 
South of Europe, in the month of October, 1865, by mail 
via Calais to Paris, of which city (as we then rested but a 
few days there) I shall give a later notice and now pass on. 

Both I and Ugly had such a horror of the dog-box that 
I used to hide him under a cloak and get my maid to hold 
him, while I was attending to the ticket, luggage and other 
arrangements. 

Once in the carriage, the little rogue knew his duty well, 
invariably hiding under the seat till the train was well 
under weigh, and the guard had made his usual round of 
inspection of tickets. He would then gently creep out, and 
solicit with his large speaking eyes a place by his mistress, 
which was occasionally refused if the carriage was full, 
when he would return contentedly under cover of the seat. 

I said that Ugly and I totally disapproved of the dog-box 
and I think we were right, for, independently of the pain the 
poor things suffer at being parted from their owners, the 
box itself is a horrid invention, drafty in cold weather 
stifling in hot; not a bit of straw to lie upon, and worse 
than all, often in a filthy state from previous dogs, and con. 
sequently not a fit place in which to stow a well-brought-up 
anima] accustomed to a drawing-room and perfectly cleanly 
in his habits: if we add to this, the risk the dogs run of 
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catching the mange and other ailments, I think my readers 
who are lovers of the canine race will agree with me and 
Ugly that dog boxes should be avoided. 

Why cannot the railway officials arrange a carriage in 
which dogs and their owners may travel together if they 
like? that, and also a nurse and baby carriage would be 
advisable} and equally welcome to travellers with “ encum- 
brances” and those without; as the smoking compartment 
is a blessing alike to smokers and non-smokers. _ 

We left Paris by the night-mail, as it was very difficult 
to smuggle a dog into the carriages during the day, and 
went on as far as Marseilles, which we reached about twelve 
o’clock; the air as we neared the blue Mediterranean 
became soft and balmy, making one wonder why, when not 
obliged, one evér leaves those cloudless skies for the fog and 
drizzle of grey England. 

Ugly’s first thought on arriving, as on starting for a 
journey, was my luggage, especially the dressing case; he 
would follow the porter who carried it, with his nose upon 
his heels and never lose sight of him. 

I remember once at Calais we had a long way to walk 
to the boat, the man ran very fast with the truck, and Ugly 
quite ran ahead of me for a mile and paid no attention to my 
calls, I feared he would be lost as it was dark, but he 
turned up safe enough at the steamer, and after having seen 
the luggage deposited, ran back to meet me. 

All these things were natural to the dear little fellow, I 
never taught him anything. 
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Ugly’s next thought was to go and find a good hotel, and 
on passing one which appeared inviting he would wait under 
the porch as if asking me if that hotel would suit. 

He never mistook a private house for an hotel, nor a 
waiter for a porter; to the former he would pay the 
greatest court on entering, in order to persuade them to 
bring his dinner, while with porters and chambermaids he 
waged incessant war. 

On leaving the hotel too, he would see the luggage safe 
into the cab or omnibus and would then jump in himself 
and wait my arrival. 

Till I knew his habits, I have sometimes caused a general 
search to be made for him when missing, but he was inva- 
riably found doing courier’s duty ; indeed, I have known him 
to refuse persistently to move out of a cab, where my maid 
had placed the small travelling-bag and cloaks by mistake, 
till they had been transferred to another vehicle. , 

I was glad on arriving at Nice to finda return Vetturino 
to Genoa, and lost no time in engaging him. 

We took three days and a half to pass through the lovely 
Cornice road which, it is well-known, follows all the grace- 
ful curves and windings of the Mediterranean on the 
olive-fringed shores of which the purple grape hangs in 
rich clusters and the ilex, aloe, and fig grow in wild luxu- 
riance. Varied scenes of grandeur or of the softest beauty 
meet the eye at every turn. 

Ugly, who usually trotted up all the hills, if he did not 
luxuriate: in this Garden of Eden quite so much as his 
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mistress, certainly appreciated it more than the maid (an 
English person engaged for the voyage) whose whole soul 
and senses seemed absorbed in an immense packet of 
sandwiches with which the manager of the Hofel des Anglais, 
at Nice, had kindly supplied her to avoid anticipated famine ; 
which sandwiches she discussed, with alternate naps, the 
whole journey between Nice and Mentone. Poor thing! I 
wonder whether in this case the human being or the dog 
displayed most of the animal nature. 

Well, notwithstanding our vaunted superiority, I have 
often on seeing other examples (such as, a drunkard driving 
an intelligent horse), asked myself the question: which of 
those two ts the brute P 

One drawback to Ugly’s happiness, however, there was, 
in the presence of a little Pomeranian dog belonging to the 
coachman ;' who lived on maccaroni and sat up on the lug- 
gage behind thecarriage. I called him Ugly’s valet; but 
the master altogether disapproved of the servant riding with 
the carriage at all, and a very great deal of defiant bark- 
ing was kept up between the two when both were seated 
in their respective places. 

The coachman had contracted to take me _ into 
Genoa the third evening, but he found it would make the 
last day’s journey too long, so he proposed that we should 

take the railway at the terminus in order to reach Genoa 
that night. I however, told him I preferred sleeping 
en route and going on next day; the Vetturino objected 
that he knew of no hotel about there good enough for my 
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Signoria, (ladyship)—but I told him any thing clean where 
we could get something for supper would do. He there- 
fore drove to a Inn, where I felt, I confess, some 
misgivings when conducted through a kind of kitchen, 
where a great many rough-looking fellows were sitting 
round a table, to a staircase ascending from that room, and 
leading into a large upper chamber in which was a bed of 
immense proportions ; I began to fear there might be a trap- 
door under it, through which I might be lowered in my sleep 
and be no more heard of. The sheets however were clean 
though coarse, .and I don’t think I ever sat down to a better 
supper, nor one more artistically cooked, including fresh 
salad dressed with purer olive oil than we ever see here; 
and remarkably fine, rather strong wine pressed from 
those very purple clusters which added so much to the pic- 
turesque of the journey. 

Ugly and I did full justice to our supper, and I felt con- 
fidence in my little protector for any danger short of the 
trap-door and the vanishing bed of which I had read in 
some book of travels. Nothing of the kind, however hap- 
pened, I regret to say, for my readers’ sake though not 
for my own; indeed I never slept better, and had I been | 
a scion of royalty itself, or a relation of Garibaldi I 
could not have been the recipient, when I entered the 
carriage next morning, of greater civility or kinder 
farewells. 

I wish I could remember the name of the place, and 
of the Auberge which added great cheapness to its 
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other good qualities; I only know that though near the 
Terminus it was not a railway hotel; now the railway has 
been lengthened and, like Othello, the poor Vetturino’s 
“occupation’s gone.” 
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CHAPTER V. 


FLORENCE, NAPLES, AND RETURN TO PARIS. 


From Genoa we embarked ina steamer to Livorno, 
thence by rail to Florence. 

Here, poor Ugly made acquaintance with the dog-box, 
for, as the regulations were new, the Italian officials were 
on the alert and soon spied out the poor little fellow, whom 
I was forced myself to place in his temporary prison. These 
boxes are entirely closed, with a few round holes pierced 
at each end to admit air and light; and on getting out at 
the stations where we stopped, I always saw the little black 
nose just filling up one of the holes. 

At Florence I spent the winter, and as I gave several 
musical parties while there, my little hero had the oppor- 
tunity of learning how to behave in polite society. 

As I once before mentioned, he was much addicted to 
singing duetts with me and would modulate his voice so, 
that in the soft parts, his pramssimo might almost rival that 
of Christine Nillson. He would, however, usually take 
his departure out of the room till the music was over 
especially when forbidden to sing ; feeling it better to shun 
than to confront temptation; when the piano was silent, and 
not till then, he would return. ) 

Singular to relate, that though, as before said, Ugly was 
a first-rate watch-dog and occasionally, a very troublesome 
one to boot, in the barking line, on the nights when I re- 
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ceived, he would put on his best manners, never barking, 
but greeting all his favourites with friendly caresses. He 
would usually single out the prettiest lady in the room for 
his principal attentions, and when the party was in full 
swing, he might be seen quietly asleep in some corner till 
roused by the music, when he was usually ordered out of 
the room. 

A singular instance of that fine sense dogs show in tracing 
their masters took place in this city. 

A concert was projected at the Philharmonic Rooms by 
Prince Carlo Poniatowski, the director, and one of the most 
distinguished amateurs of Italy, in which all the ladies in 
society who could sing were invited to form a chorus, in 
order to execute several new and intricate morceaux 
d’ensembles ; for this, various rehearsals were, of course, 
necessary, and we (for I had the honour of being invited) 
were convened accordingly. 

_To the first rehearsal then I drove in a carriage, as the 
rooms were quite at the opposite end of the city from the 
Lung’ Arno where I dwelt. Ugly was with me in the 
carriage and on getting out I chained him up, and giving 
the chain to the man-servant desired him to walk home and 
on no account to let the dog loose till he had come in sight 
of the house. I then went up three flights ‘of stairs, and 
through a suite of rooms till I reached the concert hall. 
There might have been about a quarter of an hour’s delay 
before commencing the rehearsal, and I was occupying the 
time in looking over the music we had to study, when sud. 
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denly something bounced upon me, nearly knocking me off 
my seat—it was Ugly—we were just about to begin, and I 
thought of his vocal talent in dismay ; happily, however, a 
portion of the-chorus to which I did not belong, were re- 
quested to try their part first, so I could remain with the 
interloper and keep him quiet. In a few moments my old 
man-servant arrived panting and puffing with the chain in 
his hand, and relating that the dog had actually run back 
from home all the way through the tortuous streets of 
Florence, to a part where he had never been before, ex- 
cept in a close carriage; and then he had, as we know, 
mounted various flights of stairs, when after tracing me 
through several rooms, he was rewarded for this wisdom of 
the heart by being carried back again in durance vile to 
await his mistress at home. ; 

I may as well here mention that this concert, which was 
by invitation of the subscribers to the Philharmonic Society, 
was the most brilliant and récherché réunion of the season; 
tickets were not to be had for love or money ; the ladies of | 
the chorus appeared in exquisite toilettes and covered with 
jewels ; the peerless Frezzolini, the most refined and elegant 
singer of her day, sang to such perfection as to draw tears 
from eyes little habitutated to soft emotions—for who can 
weep when the ears are stunned by the shrieks of some ex- 
cruciating Prima Donna, or grated by the guttural tones of 
some antique contralto of London Festival celebrity ? 

But this is rather too much of a digression. 

In the delicious Italian spring we left Florence by land 
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through Rome to Naples. The journey would have been 
most enjoyable had it not been for my poor little man’s in- 
carceration in the dog-box ; however, as part of the way 
was by diligence, we had a respite en route, and we arrived 
happily in beautiful Naples in the lovely month of May, 
beholding once again this land of “cloudless climes and 
Stary skies” after a lapse of years. 

I was more than ever struck with the unique beauty of 
situation of peerless Parthenope and indeed I spent there the 
happiest of months, taking daily drives and walks or sitting 
languidly in the balcony in the breathless evening, the eye 
resting on the enchanting panorama of the sleeping bay, 
crowned in the distance by the ever smoking Vesuvius, the 
Isle of Capri, and the height of Posilipo; in the foreground 
the ever-blooming and verdant gardens of the Villa Reale, 
the wveva a: Chaya with its stream of equipages and their 
gaily attired occupants passing to and fro; till the most 
brilliant of the nightly constellations succeeded almost in- 
stantaneously the gorgeous sunset and short-lived Southern 
twilight; that is a picture to be engraven for ever on the 
heart. 

One of the most enjoyable days, both for Ugly and his 
mistress, was one most delightful and interesting excursion 
to Pompeii, which we made in company, amongst others, 
with a young Neapolitan lady (though born of an English 
mother) who was blind; yet such is the compensation the 
good God gives to His afflicted children, that this young 
girl was the most cheerful of the party, talking of how 
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various things Jooked and frequently making use of the ex- 
pression “ J see;” it is true she was not born blind, though 
she became so in early childhood. 

The railway from Naples to Pompeii is a scene of the 
most varied and wondrous beauty ; no one could describe, no 
one except he who has seen could imagine it ; and in such 
a climate too! We had a heavenly day, not too hot, with a 
cool sea breeze, for the railway runs all the way, almost 
coasting the shore. 

The excavations at Pompeii have made wonderful progress 
of late during the last ten or twelve years, streets, houses, 
temples, have been laid bare to view. It would now take at 
least two whole days, if not more, to visit it thoroughly ; we, 
therefore, who could only devote to the task a few hours, 
merely saw the principal sights. 

We visited the Arena of course, the temples and the most 
perfect specimens of dwellings of which one of the most elabo- 
rate has been named the house of the musician, another that of 
Diomed ; there is a cellar also shewn in a house called that 
of the Miser, because there was found the skeleton of a 
man who had descended to fetch his bags of gold, but 
found in that vault a grave with his dearly-loved 
treasures. | 

I am writing from memory, as unfortunately all my notes 
and memoranda are left in my house in beleagured Paris ; 
| Shall possibly therefore, unavoidably omit many interesting 
details, however, as it is Ugly’s adventures rather than my 
own which I am recording, my readers, youthful and mature, 
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will, I trust, make every allowance for what may be termed 
book-making under difficulties. | 

I devoted several hours to explorations, Ugly going over 
an immense deal more ground than we did and proving 
himself to be a dog of decided archzlogical predelections ; 
indeed, I do not think he left a house unentered, nor a 
corner unexplored ; he disappeared sometimes for ten minutes 
at a time and did not rejoin us till his name had echoed and 
re-echoed many times through this silent city. Then he would 
suddenly make his appearance from a quarter where we 
least expected to see his wise little curly head emerge. 
How he found his independent way in a place where there 
are no land-marks—still less dog-marks,—is only of a piece 
with the surprising intelligence he had always shown through 
the long years we have passed together ; which makes me 
loath, even after his death, to replace him with a rival. 

I must not omit to say that not the least enjoyable part 
of this charming day was repose after our fatigues, and a 
pic-nic in the Hippodrome; where pigeon pie, and cham- 
pagne cooled in water from a crystal well,—a capital sub- 
stitute for ice—proved most grateful to exhausted nature. 

A few words must now be devoted to poor Fanny, a 
large black spaniel belonging to the proprietor of the house 
where I was staying. 

Fanny took a great fancy to me, always coming up when. 
ever she could to my apartments. I used to give her and 
Ugly their dinner when I had mine; not approving of the 
idea of many who seem to like to have the longing 
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eye of a hungry animal upon them, whilst they themselves 
are luxuriating in, perhaps, a Aird substantial meal consisting 
of every delicacy to tempt a satiated appetite. 

Now Ugly was not a selfish dog, and would permit 
another (especially if a female) to dine when he did; but 
he was most jealous of affection and had no idea of sharing 
it with another ; thus he could not endure to see Fanny lay 
her head caressingly on my knee, he would growl and 
show his teeth, which Fanny would return with interest, 
never moving, till at last Ugly, who always deferred to 
the ladies, would leave her in possession and console himself 
by keeping close to his mistress on the other side.’ I must, 
however, add this deference was to her sex alone; no male 
dog, however large, would have been allowed to approach 
me—for Ugly was most pugnacious, invariably attacking 
the biggest retrievers or mastiffs he came across, whether 
from envy or a mistaken and exaggerated idea of his own 
proportions, I never could discover. I only state facts. 

Poor affectionate old Fan! I was sorry to hear she took 
our departure (after only one short month) so much to 
heart as to refuse food for some days, nor would she be 
consoled ; later she had a small progeny, and I trust maternal 
cares effaced the remembrance of her human friend and 
canine admirer and companion. 
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the dog to keep himself clean and in health, and to cure hurts 
and skin diseases by licking—there being wonderful healing 
properties in the saliva. All these functions—and also 
the possibility of drinking water, (an absolute necessity for 
all in hot weather, but especially for dogs) are impeded by 
the “ght muzzle; which is now universally admitted by 
veterinary practitioners to be actually a most fruitful source, 
instead of a preventative, of canine madness. 

On the other hand, to keep a poor dog constantly chained 
up is equally cruel and is known to predispose to hydro- 
phobia, nor can we wornder when we consider how 

necessary exercise is to health, and -how wearing must be 
the monotony of such a life to an animal so social, affec- 
tionate and intelligent as the dog. If then, it is so under 
the most favourable circumstances, how much worse is it 
when the poor creatures, who cannot get out to help themselves, 
are neglected or forgotten, or left entirely to the care 
of servants, when the water-trough is dry, or the 
dinner omitted ; when the broiling sun beats on the poor 
head, or the cold has cramped the limbs with rheumatism ; 
when (as I have ‘known instances) the faithful watch dog is 
left to die on his chain uncared for, and is only succeeded by 
another beast, tortured in order /o protect the property of his 
selfish master. Nor are they all the evils of the chain; no, 
veterinary surgeons say that many dogs till let loose 
never perform any of the necessary functions of nature ; nor 
is this by any means an uncommon effect of their thraldom. 

Yet we are shocked when we hear of occasional cases 
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of hydrophobia, when the wonder is, not that there are 
any, but that such cases are not very much more frequent. 

I have been horrified in Belgium and Germany to see 
muzzled dogs dragging heavily-laden carts, their flanks 
almost bursting with inward parting, their mouths closely 
shut ; and this too, ina sun so hot asto make it impossible 
for people to walk except in the shade; yet I do not think 
a dog-cart; with a kind master is disliked by the unmuzzled 
animal, for I remember one fine fellow, who was kept 
chained up at thé Hotel at Ostend where I was staying, 
used to bark and grumble with delight whenever he saw 
the cart coming which he was in the habit of drawing to 
and from the market. I have also seen him run off so fast, 
with his tail erect, that the boy who went with him could 
scarcely keep up with him, no whip was necessary, for 
there was an evident desire on the part of the dog to do 
his duty, and a delight at being released from the hated 
chain. Sol1do not object to the use, but only to the abuse, 
of the dog-cart; and much prefer to see a dog drawing 
one when ¢he éail gives evidence of his content, than to see 
him languishing in solitude and captivity in the yard. 

The Socteté Protectrize des Animaux of which I am 
proud to be a life-member, as also of our own excellent 
society, has done great things in Paris in but a short time. 
It is owing to the exertions of this society that muzzles are 
of late so much Jess used in France. Inthe winter of 1869 
—70 Ugly never wore one, nor was I ever reprimanded 
as before for the omission. | 
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We used to go to the society’s monthly meetings, and 
Ugly would sit on a chair beside his mistress and look so 
wise and behave so well as to be “‘ observed of all observers,”’ 

The Empire (since fallen) was anything but popular 
with our society, an influential member of which complained 
to me bitterly of the proclivities of a certain lady (then 
most highly placed) for cruel sports. Not only had this 
lady tried, and I believe succeeded insome parts of France, 
to introduce bull fights ; not only does she delight in shooting 
parties, but he told me, she actually practises her dexterity 
of hand by killing and maiming poor little pigeons in true 
sporting style. She has likewise at various times made it 
her pleasure to cut the throat of the exhausted stag with 
her own fair hand at the hunt of Fontainbleau. 

This lady’s portrait of life size, may have been seen at 
St. Cloud, in the very appropriate act of presiding over a 
bull.fight ; where disembowelled horses, and dogs, and 
mortally wounded men, with blood trickling around, does 
not appear to disturb the serenity of the handsome features 
of the presiding genius. | | 

The society also expressed much disappointment that not 
only had they received no support from the then reigning 
dynasty, but actually the Court sympathies were agaznst 
them. 

The following instance was mentioned at one of the public 
Séances,—it was at that time the spring, and the exposition 
of dogs was open in Champs Elysées, and it appears that a 
terrier and rat fight was advertised ; our president appealed 
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to the Préféct of the Seine not to authorise it. To his 
surprise it took place notwithstanding, and was a most dis- 
gusting exhibition. On applying to the Préféct to know 
why he had not kept his word, the latter informed the 
President that the fight had taken place without his permission 
on account of a Court command. The young Prince was 
present, and the hall was thronged by the exquisitely-dressed 
ladies from the palace whom we will not name, the élize 
of the deau monde ; the ons and the Lionnesses of the Empress’s 
chosen circle all were there looking on in well bred delight 
at the torrent of blood flowing from the mangled and torn 
carcasses of both dogs and rats. 

It appears to me almost more horrible to take or send a 
young boy to such a sight, than to indulge personally in 
such cruel propensities. A woman in the latter case only 
injures her own nature, but a mother who thus perverts 
all the tender impulses in a young mind, seems to me 
to be acting the part of a fiend towards her child. To the 
many sins of the fallen dynasty we must then add those of 
cruelty and bloodthirstiness ; nor can we excuse such when 
we consider how pernicious are the consequences of evil 
example in those so highly-placed. 

Latterly, alas! has not this great dynasty to gain its own 
selfish ends, cast two nations into war ; has it not poured out 
one may Say, oceans of the best blood of each—but God has 
shown Himself for the right; and has cast it down never 
again, we trust, to rise. | 

‘Let us hope the French will prove grateful to the poor 
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little’ post pigeons who have carried their despatches in 
their hour of great need, and that pigeon matches, at 
least in France, will be pronounced illegal from henceforth. 

I am very sorry to say that all the efforts of our own 
and the French Society combined, have been ineffectual to 
stop the horrors of vivisection. I have heard surgeons of 
the Hotel Dieu defend this revolting practice on the plea 
of its utility; though others give very cogent reasons to 
prove that operations on the living animal are useless to 
science. M.de M—,a well-known practitioner told me he 
aways tried an eperaton first on an animal mostly on the dog, 
hé said he usually performed several on he same animal, and 
added that afterwards he turned the poor creatures “ adrift 
in the streets. 

Once or twice, he told me, a dog had shown so much 
intelligence and even affection, “ thinking ” he said, “ probably 
that I was trying to do him good,” that ‘‘ I took pity on him 
and kept him.” The doctor added that people called 
“ Chiffomers” or rag-collectors, make a regular trade of 
catching stray dogs and selling them for a franc to surgeons 
for purposes of vivisection. 

Truly we may add “money is the root of all evil!” 

After my conversation with Dr. M. my reader may rest 
assured I looked still more sharply after Ugly, knowing his 
great fondness for the dust-heaps where the Paris cooks 
throw out bones and often large pieces of meat, rendering 
them regular dog-traps, where the C/iffomers find them an 
easy prey. 
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Ugly, however, would never allow any stranger to touch 
him, or even approach him; he seemed to suspect every 
one as a villian till he knew and had proved him to be 
respectable. 

Another peril for stray dogs in Paris is the possibility of 
their being taken toa place called the /ourriere, where they 
are kept a certain number of hoprs, and if not claimed the 
poor brutes are hanged in view of their fellows, their flesh 
-serving afterwards for the nourishment of the survivors. 

I must not here omit to say that Ugly certainly deserved 
a prize for his efforts to prevent cruelty ;— whenever he saw 
a horse beaten, he would instantly fly at the driver and bark 
angrily till he left off whipping the animal, nor could he 
bear to see anything ill-treated, and though he would often 
make a cat fly before him, I have never seen him attempt 
to hurt one. 

Ugly received a new year’s gift while in Paris from a 
maid I had who was very fond of him, a ball that squeaked, 
for he cared for no other ; and indeed his love and tenderness 
for that ball were quite pretty to see; he seemed to think 
it could feel, and carried it so gently in his mouth, carefully 
avoiding to squeeze it, lest it should cry—nor would he 
allow any stranger to touch it for him, but got intoa 
great state of excitement if we made it squeak, indeed 
we would call him with it, like a bell, from any part 
of the house, and he would cry if I told him they were 
“ hurting his poor ball.” Ata dinner-party I gave, he amused 
the company by watching every gentleman’s boots, and 
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rushing at whoever ventured too near this precious treasure. 
He had a great idea of his property, not allowing any one 
to take his cloak, (a tartan, one in which we wrapped him 
when travelling) he also knew his comb and brush, and 
kept strict watch over all his goods. Ido not think he 
appreciated his muzzle in the least, nor even owned it as ~ 
his property at all. 
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CHAPTER VII. 
‘¢ RICHMOND.’ 


My little companion never forgot a place where he had 
once been. On leaving the terminus, he would stand up- 
right in the cab or omnibus and look out of the window, 
seemingly trying to discover at what place we had arrived ; 

*he seemed always pleased to return where he had been 
before, and appeared doubly happy when he came back to 
England. The twelve months we had remained at home, 
I think was, on the whole, as happy a period for him as we 
ever spent. | 

I had a very nice house with a garden, on the terrace at 
Richmond, which overlooked the Thames, and close to the 
park, where we could have pleasant walks and rides. 

Ugly’s most intense pleasure was to go out with me 
when I rode on horseback, his delight knew no bounds the 
moment I -egan to put on my riding costume, and if the 
horses did not come to the moment I was ready, he would 
go wild with impatience; he perfectly understood if I 
asked the servant if it rained, and would run to the window 
to look, also if I spoke of the horses; indeed, latterly I 
think he understood everything at all within the limit of his 
comprehension. He used to look so proud when I was 
mounted and he trotting by my side; I used to say he must 
fancy himself if not a horse, at least as strong and as big as one. 
Sometimes in the park though, I really feared he might 
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come to grief, for it was next to impossible to keep him out 
of the covers, and once in, to get him out was by no means 
an easy task, however, he was neither caught in a trap nor 
shot by a keeper, in spite of his sporting propensities. 

We had a little kitten given us which was brought in a 
young lady’s muff, and was besides so very white and soft 
that I named her “ Muff.” Ugly’s affection for her was 
wonderful; he would persist in licking her all over while 
little, like a mother, and never ceased to take the greatest _ 
care of her. When old enough to go in the garden, he © 
would go with her, and never come in till she came ; indeed, 
if told to fetch her home, he would make her come in, not 
by force, but by going to her and inducing her to run in 
with him. 

It was quite pretty to see their meeting in the morning ; 
Muff would run to him, and put her arms round his neck 
and then often play with his tail; of the latter amusement, 
however, he did not approve. Muff was no vixen like 
Topsy, but she would occasionally steal some of Ugly’s 
dinner when his back was turned. He would then go back, 
and if he suspected her, he would convince himself of the 
fact by smelling her breath; when, if his suspicions were 
correct, he would give her such a look as a father might 
a disobedient child. Muff would not wait for what might 
follow, but would fly away, and Ugly, who never hurt her 
would proceed to finish his dinner. She was never allowed 
though to lie on my lap or near me, and if she ever 
established herself on the centre of the rug before the fire 
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Ugly would jump at her and bark till he had made her 
nervous ; and when she vacated the coveted place he would 
then lie down quietly and go to sleep. 

Muff was given away when I left Richmond, and Ugly 
was sent to pay her a visit about two months after. The 
lady who took him there, described their meeting. Muff, 
as usual, ran to him and put her arms round his neck, and 
they kissed ; then Ugly smelt her all round, to be sure that 
it zwas his little sister and friend, when a Tom-cat who be- 
longed to the house, beginning to swear and protest—Muff 
turned upon him and soundly boxed his ears, ending by 
driving him out of the room, when she and her adopted 
brother spent doubtless a very pleasant hour together 
mutual reminiscences. 

While at Richmond, a scamp of a butler of mine, who- 
afterwards stole my dressing case, got an acquaintance of 
his to inveigle the dog away, with a female of course, and 
having locked him up, persuaded me to offer a reward 
instead of leaving the affair in the hands of the police, as 
they advised me to do; of course, almost before the bills 
were out, the dog was brought back by the butler’s friend. 
I gave the poor little fellow a good scolding for leaving 
*‘his poor Mississ.’” Ugly seemed much hurt by what I 
said, and barked most earnestly as if to protest. The next 
day on ordering the butler (whom I did not then suspect) 
to take him out for a walk, he refused to go and got under 
a chair, growling angrily. On my desiring the servant to 


ad Mh, his chain, as he was endeavouring to fasten it in his 
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collar, the dog suddenly bit the man’s thumb till the blood 
ran down; had never attempted anything of the kind 
before, as he liked him. Can there be clearer evidence 
of thought, reason, and memory, than this? The account 
I gave in Court to the Judge of this affair, was the means 
of clenching the evidence about the dressing.case against 
my butler and his bosom friend who were convicted at once 
and punished accordingly. 

Ugly, who went with me when I had to give evidence 
before the bench of magistrates, behaved, when he saw his 
old acquaintance, just as a respectable dog ought to behave ; 
he walked round the ci-devant servant sniffing at his legs, 
and then as if determined not to recognize him, came and 
lay down at my feet; quite exceptional conduct on Ugly’s 
part, as he never forgot old friends and always jumped 
and bounded with delight whenever he again came across 
any person he had known before; especially any servant 
who had been in the habit of taking him out for his walks. 

I made the judge smile by stating on my oath that I 
never knew a better watch-dog; to mention an instance. 
One night at Richmond, he would not go up with us to bed, 
but kept sniffing under the front door, and barking. It 
was just after the robbery, we were only women in 
the house and did not care to open the door to look who it 
was at eleven o’clock at night, nor could we perceive 
anything from the balcony which opened from the drawing. 
room windows. 

But Ugly persisted, therefore on some people passing, we 
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called out, begging them to say if there was anyone on the 
door-step, when we were told a tipsy woman was lying 
there. 

The little fellow was so much praised and caressed for 
his vigilance that regularly every night following he pursued 
the same tactics, but as nothing was wrong, he was scolded 
instead of praised ; so he soon took to going peaceably to 
bed as before. 

While at Richmond I took Ugly to London for a theatrical 
representation. The Sisters of Charity occasionally amuse 
their little pupils by allowing them to act a play with 
scenery and decorations, and sometimes the children really 
do it very nicely. On this occasion the play was “Blue- 
beard,” the spectators were few, so as there was a vacant 
seat near me, Ugly was allowed to sit upon it ; my readers 
will perceive by this he was a very privileged dog. The 
play proceeded, and I really think Ugly was the most in- 
terested of the audience, he never took his eyes off the stage 
and actually trembled with excitement, barking his applause 
when the spectators clapped their hands. 

When, however, the wicked Bluebeard appeared, sword 
in hand, to kill poor Fatima, Ugly could stand it no longer, 
but rushed upon the stage, seizing hold of Bluebeard’s 
trousers, just as he was about to kill his unhappy wife. Of 
course, this sudden onslaught amused the public immensely, 
but Ugly’s amateur acting led to his not being invited again ; 
as the Sisters thought him /00 demonstrative to care to number 
him again among the audience 
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I shall conclude this chapter with an adventure happily 
quite the reverse of any which either before or after occurred 
to poor little Ugly. 

Before returning on the Continent, I thought I would 
spend some'little time at an hotel which issues a flourishing 
prospectus, and is not a thousand miles from London. I 
wrote for a private sitting-room, though most of the visitors 
lived and boarded in public. On arriving, I found the 
manager had been unable to accede to my request, and had 
reserved for me and a young lady friend, two very un- 
comfortable bed-rooms and no sitting-room at all. We 
dined at the public table, therefore, and found it crowded with 
Jews; Moses was one of the prevailing names, though it 
had been changed for another. | 

Amongst the Jewesses there was one person there, who 
professed not to be able to bear the sight of either dog 
cat, rat, mouse, or any living creature that God had once 
through the mouth of “ Moses,” her namesake, pronounced 
“very good ;” the lady, however, seemed not to have the 
same horror of dead animals, when cooked, for she was a first- 
rate performer at the dinner-table. 

Well, one evening, I with my friend, was sitting with Ugly, 
holding him by his chain near the window of the public 
sitting-room, when the husband of the fanciful, silly, pro- 
tected female, came up and rudely told me to take the dog 
away. I did not do so at first, but in a few moments we 
all went into the garden out of the public room where the 
people were sitting. 
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My young friend fetched our shawls and a cloak, as it 
was almost October and the evenings very damp and cold. 
We thought we should now be left in peace, but not a bit 
of it; the husband of the ridiculous woman before-men- 
tioned, and all the brothers and cousins, came and threatened 
myself and friend in’‘the rudest and most ungentlemanlike 
manner. One kicked the dog, and when Louisa picked 
him up and sheltered him under her cloak, the man 
actually shook a large knotted stick at her, but she, 
being very plucky, dared him to strike her. The others 
threatened to kill the dog. Only one gentleman, and he 
also a Jew, came to me privately when I left the hotel, 
which, of course, I did at once, and said, “If anyone, had 
dared to kick his dog he would have knocked him down,” 
—but he made no public demonstration of sympathy. 

A superannuated old lady who always boards there, and, 
who knew nothing of the affair, nor did her husband, 
believed in the Mosiac record, as in duty bound ; so Ugly, his 
mistress and her friend were only too glad to go off next 
morning in a fly, shaking off the dust of their feet as they 
left the grounds of that inhospitable mansion. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 


UGLY’S SECOND TOUR THROUGH GERMANY AND AUSTRIA. 


Our next journey in the late autumn of 1868, led us 
through Germany w@ Paris and Strasbourg, to Stutgardt, 
which we made our fresh resting-place. Here we found the 
dogs universally muzzled, and I was ordered by the police 
to put poor Ugly in purgatory ; however, as we remained 
there so short a time, I paid but little attention, though I 
always took the muzzle with me by way of precaution, and 
put it on if spoken to, or pretended to do so, which often 
did just as well. | 

I had fio trouble all through Germany in keeping the 
little fellow with me in the carriage (if we succeeded 
in hiding him at starting) as when discovered afterwards I 
only had to take a ticket for him and make the conductor 
the present of a florin, after which we were all right for the 
journey. From Stutgardt we went to Ulm, to which I 
intended to devote a few hours as I had been persuaded by 
a friend that the cathedral was well worth such a break in 
the day’s work; (from which however I beg in /o/o to differ) 
and indeed, had this very plain stuccoed church been equal 
to the duomo of Milan or the cathedral of Rouen, I do not 
think its beauties would have been appreciated by me for 
here a really unpleasant adventure befel poor Ugly and his 
mistress. 

The moment we had put foot in the hotel, the principal — 


48 THE LIFE, TRAVELS, AND ADVENTURES 


waiter cautioned me that if I went into the town I must not . 
think of taking the dog without a muzzle. Emboldened: 
however, by impunity in Paris and Stutgardt, I determined to 
brave the authorities at Ulm, even leaving the muzzle at 
the hotel, though, happily, I put the chain in my pocket. 
We (that iss my maid, myself, and inseparable com- 
panion) had scarcely entered the city, when I perceived we 
were followed by a very ill-tempered looking policeman 
I had previously cautioned the maid (who was German) to 
pretend to be ignorant of the Janguage, and to answer in 
English, if spoken to. I pretended not to see the policeman, 
and we crossed over to avoid him ; but his legs being longer, 
he, of course, came up at last. He told me I must muzzle 
the dog, I replied mx verstehe in the worst Gerinan I could 
think of, meaning, “I don’t understand ;” he made signs 
by pointing to his own mouth; I repeated my observation, 
and added “ English and strangers; ” he got crosser and 
crosser, and I more and more determined to resist ; till sud- 
denly he put his hand in his pocket and pulled out a piece 
of string. I thought it then high time to bring out my chain 
which I fixed on Ugly’s collar holding him tight. The 
horrid man was not pacified when I had the dog safe on 
the chain but advanced, lifting his arm angrily; upon 
which,—whether poor Ugly thought he ‘was going to be 
taken by force from his mistress, or whether he feared the 
policeman was going to do something else desperate, I don’t 
know, he set up such a melancholy despairing cry as I never 
have heard from him before or since ; this finished the little 
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courage I had left, and signing to my maid to remain, I 
took to my heels and ran as if bent on running a 
foot-race. 

I missed my way and after many wanderings came 
across my maid, and we, after some difficulty, found the 
road to the hotel. She told me that our spiteful policeman 
wanted to run after me, but the bystanders would not per- 
mit it and rated him soundly for behaving so uncourteously 
to strangers, and still more“to women; she added she 
never could have believed I could run so fast. I still 
had a nervous dread of seeing the wretch make his appear- 
ance atthe; hotel,’ so cautioned the waiter, on no account 
to admit him. 

The muzzles then in use at Ulm are about the 
most cruel instruments of torture I ever came across; 
not content with closing the poor animal’s mouth tightly, 
they are made of wire, and project some inches beyond — 
the nose; a metal band fastens them on, which passes 
across the head; my readers may imagine the heat, 
weight, and discomfort of these odious inventions, which are 
worn in hotter weather than we ever experience in England ; 
and when added to this we assert that many of these head- 
pieces are so formed as actually to prevent the animal from 
lying down, I think no other word need be said to prove 
their detestable cruelty. I am happy to be able to add that 
on my return through Ulm the following year, I saw many 
unmuzzled dogs. I trust, therefore, the police have seen 
. their mistake and rectified it. We went on the same even- 
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ing to Augsburg, a most ne old city, well worth the 
travellers’ stay. 

The hotel called De: Morz Ge Moors) is said to be 
the cldest in Europe, as indeed it is almost the most com- 
fortable, it was known as early as 1364. Its grand old 
court-yard reminds one of those ancient hostelries of which 
one reads in the works of historical novelists, and one expects 
to see the usual travel-stained rider and his jaded beast, or 
the muleteer with his string of burdened animals, entering 
there to take up their quarters. The staircase is broad and 
_grand-looking, the chambers lofty, with frescoed walls and 
fine carving ; the table d’hdte room is really magnificent ; 
and when, added to these outward attractions, we find first- 
rate beds, good attendance, and capital cooking, I think 
we may safely recommend Augsburg and its unique hotel to 
the travellers’ very particular notice. 

A very old city is Augsburg, with its quaint frescoed 
houses—the colouring as fresh as if done yesterday. The 
most beautiful frescoes are on the facade of the Fuggerhaus, 
all referring to interesting historical events. We of course 
visited the Golden Hall in the Sfad‘haus, and in the room 
adjoining were shewn a beautiful portrait of Our Biesszp 
Lorp purporting to be the only correct likeness ever taken 
of Him, and beneath which we read a description of His per- 
sonal appearance by a Roman Pustius Lentutus who lived 
in those days, together with the proofs of the authenticity of 
the likeness. A translation of which is subjoined in a note.* 


* The only correct portrait of our Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ was . 
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I was quite sorry to remain only two days at Augsburg, 
so was Ugly, who had here his perfect liberty. Our next 
halt was at Salzbourg, the gate of the Tyrol, but only for 
a day, the morrow found us at Munich, where we stayed ten 
days. 

I am happy to be able to record that in blessed Bavaria 
as I termed it, I never came across one case of cruelty— 
no muzzles, no tied-up dogs—no wretched calves fastered 
in carts, their poor heads hanging half out; yet I saw them 


copied from a wood cut, and engraven upon an emerald by order of the 
Emperor Tiberius. It was.taken out of the treasury at Constantinople and 
given by the Turkish'sovereign to Pope Innocent VIIL, in exchange for 
his brother who had been taken prisoner by the Christians, The following 
description of this portrait has been translated from a Latin writing of 
that,period :—“ There appeared in these‘days a most,virtuous man named 
Jesus Christ, living amongst us, who was considered by the heathen to 
bea prophet of the truth, and who was called by his disciples THE Son 
or Gop. He awaked men from the dead and healed all manner of sick- 
nesses. He was a man of tall and stately figure and majestic presence, 
so that by those who saw him he was equally beloved and feared. His 
hair was the colour of a full ripe hazel nut, smooth to the ear, then 
falling in bright waves of a warmer colour over the shoulders ; it was 
parted down the middle after the fashion of the Nazarenes. The brow 
open and smooth ; the countenance without spot or wrinkle and of a 
pleasing freshness ; a faultless nose and mouth ; a beard full but not 
long, of the exact colour of the hair, together with eyes of a clear grey, 
and great brilliancy. The whole frame strong and finely formed, the 
hands and} arms in perfect proportion. Terrible in rebuke, he was yet 
amiable in} giving counsel, and full of charm. No man remembers 
ever to have seen him laugh, but very many have beheld him weep. 

A man indeed of a rare comeliness, far surpassing that of the child- 
ren of men.”’ 
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in carts, but standing or lying down at their ease on straw. 
And the horses! Never in any public conveyance in any 
city have I seen such fine animals, so well fed—in such 
good condition, indeed I should say that half-starved horses 
are quite the exception here, nor did I ever see a coachman 
use his whip in blessed Bavaria! Alas! What a con- 
trast as soon as Austria is entered,—but we will not antici- 
pate. 

Our first halt in that country was at Linz beautifully 
situated on the Danube, I only allude to this in order to 
bring in a little anecdote. On going from the hotel to the 
station, in the omnibus, a man seated opposite noticed 
Ugly and warned me to be very careful in Vienna, telling 
me that every hour of the day, carts were sent out preceded 
by two men carrying iron nets full of hooks which they 
threw over all dogs which were either unmuzzled or loose ; 
the dogs are then put into the cart and taken to a place 
_where they are killed, if not claimed within twenty-four 
hours; the saddest part of this cruel Austrian proceeding 
is that, the poor animals are often, when claimed, found to be 
maimed for life. I asked many questions, of course, and 
‘Ugly never took his eyes off the man, so much so that the 
latter observed how frightened he looked. | 

I turned to him and felt sure the poor little fellow per- 
fectly understood ; perhaps he remembered Ulm, or he felt 
the shadow of an unknown danger, or heard the word “ kill,” 
which he certainly understood to mean something terrific, 
as he used to cry when I said “they would kill him.” Who 
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can tell what a dumb creature thinks? Wecan only some. 
times guess what they feel; nevertheless, facts prove that 
they do think and that too, greatly to the purpose. In this 
case, even a stranger could read the expression of the intel- 
ligent: eyes,so we changed the subject, and poor Ugly soon 
forgot all his terrors in a sweet sleep under his favourite 
cloak in the railway carriage. 

Vienna is said to be a fine city, and a second Paris. I 
did not think it so; in the old part of the town the streets 
are very narrow and dirty, and in many there are no 
pavements. 

Cruelty abounds. I saw poor calves hanging over the 
edge of a cart which was stationary, like linen to dry, over 
a line; and just then the Emperor drove by in his carriage 
and must have seen this. As Munich is remarkable for 
fine, well-kept horses, so may Vienna be said to be cele- 
brated for the wretched starved brutes which drag its fiacres, 
omnibuses, and cabs. 

I was glad to quit the place and the dirty, stuffy hotel 
Limpress Elizabeth; and did so making unfavourable com- 
parisons between Vienna and Munich. And, indeed, 
the contrast between the fine well-kept streets, palatial 
dwellings, and noble portals of this truly German city, and 
the heterogeneous mélange of grandeur and littleness, dirt 
and finery, which makes the Austrian city a second-rate 
and bad imitation of Paris, cannot but strike the impartial 
beholder. 

I had, however, heard much of the beauties of Vienna, 
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and nothing of those of Munich, disappointment therefore 
must help to weigh in the balance. In only one thing are 
these cities well matched, in their climates, which are 
equally destestable ; but we English have nothing to boast 
of on this score. 

The most beautiful line of railway I ever passed is 
that between Vienna and Trieste; it is also a marvel of 
construction, the turns are so abrupt that you constantly see 
your road past and future, exactly on the opposite sides of a 
fearful gulf yawning right or left; yet though the rails skirt 
the very edge of the precipice, it is surprising what serenity 
one feels, indeed all fear is put to flight by delight and admira- 
tion. The line is constructed with a series of tunnels, the 
longest of which is called the “Somerung,” I believe it is 
the longest ever made. 

The scenery as the train creeps up the wonderfully steep 
incline is one of which the grandeur is unsurpassable, it was 
therefore with the most intense disgust that I found myself 
placed by the guard in the centre of a carriage full of fat 
German Fraus who had carefully shut out every breath of 
fresh air, and employed themselves in eating enormous 
lunches washed down with tumblers of wine, which in no 
way added to the pleasantness of their neighbourhood. 

As it was a choice between my being ill or leaving the 
carriage, I told the conductor at the first stopping place 
that I must change; he said he had not another place. I 
promised a florin, when he said if I did not mind the smoking 
carriage I could go there. “Heavens!” I thought, “the 
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strongest tobacco is preferable to the combination of scents 
I am now inhaling.” The gentlemen were so polite as to offer 
to throw their cigars away, but I begged them to continue, 
only bargaining to have my window open, being thus 
enabled to see and thoroughly enjoy the magnificent pano- 
rama unfolding on all sides which the Fraus had carefully 
shut out. 

We stopped en-route two days at the beautifully-situated 
town of Gratz, the capital of Styria, through the streets of 
which rushes the rapid river Mur, after watering the 
green, fertile, and richly-wooded valley which takes its 
name from that stream. Aslam writing Ugly’s travels 
rather than my own, I must notice in this place how delighted 
I was with the police arrangements at Gratz on behalf of 
dogs. Each owner, when he pays the small tax imposed, 
being then presented with a medal which he is required to 
fix round the neck of the animal ; this places the latter under 
the protection of the police, and exempts him from the 
penalties of the iron net and cart before alluded to, which 
makes its rounds morning and evening, even at Gratz. 
Would that other countries were sufficiently enlightened to 
replace the muzzle by the police medal! As the master of the 
hotel advised my taking out a medal during the short time I 
remained at Gratz, I did so, at but a trifling expense, and 
Ugly thought himself “ a beauty” when he wore it, and his 
mistress’s mind was at ease. 

It was impossible to pass on my way without pausing at 
Adelsburg, a small village within a couple of hours by rail 
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of Trieste, in order to visit the grotto of world-famed 
celebrity. Iam not fond of subterranean excursions, it was 
therefore with pleasure I heard a large American party had 
proposed visiting the cavern and had ordered a grand illu- 
mination there. I went to the place where tickets are sold 
and gladly shared the expense of the tallow candles, and 
torches destined to enlighten our darkness. 

The grotto is about half a mile from the village, you 
enter through an iron grating, and passing through various 
passages, you come to perhaps the most wondrous scene the 
eye of mortal ever beheld. | 

Here, where the cave first opens, large and lofty, you 
hear the rush of waters, and you see the turbid stream 
called the Poik, flowing deep in the chasm below, crossed 
by a natural bridge, apparently hewn, but certainly not by 
beings in the flesh, out of the solid rock. Nothing but the 
mythological legend of the Styx can portray this scene, nor 
could I help peering into the gloom, lurid in the flickering 
light of our torches, for the first sight of old Charon and his 
boat. Even Cerberus was not wanting, Ugly taking it 
into his little head to bark till echo answered in the most 
sepulchral tones. 

The Americans were charmed, and I was often entreated 
to let our little companion’s voice be heard; happily he was 
in a most obliging mood and did his best to personate 
Cerberus. It took us four hours to wander through these 
marvellous subterranean galleries, in which fancy has dis- 
covered the resemblance to a ball-room with a natural 
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orchestra, (where every Whit-Monday a ball is held) also 
to Calvary, a Pulpit, the Virgin and Child, a Restaurant ; 
a magnificent curtain of alabaster hanging in festoons from 
the walls completes the illusions of this magic cave. 

Onward, like Virgil and Dante, wandered we, beneath 
domes and fretted roofs, supported by exquisitely graceful 
columns, of what closely resembled alabaster,—there a 
mimic organ, here a butcher’s shop: all kinds of wierd things. 
we beheld in admiring wonder. Surely this is the palace 
of the King of the Gnomes—whose subjects here hold high 

holiday: 
| The grotto at its deepest part is 460 feet below the earth’s 
surface. I felt rather faint, but a little restorative in the 
shape of a spoonful of brandy, greatly revived me. We 
ladies performed all the distance on foot, but the gentlemen 
of the party had provided themselves with wheel-chairs, 
and used them too most of the time. 

Knowing his exploring propensities, I feared to trust 
“Cerberus” to roam through the many bye-ways of the 
cavern, and therefore kept him on the chain, he was, how- 
ever, a dog who might anywhere be left to his own devices, 
as he perfectly knew when to take liberties, and when to 
keep close to his guiding star. 

After four hours wandering in the bowels of the earth, 
often through thick mud, occasionally through water an inch 
or so deep, I, for one, was glad to emerge into daylight 
once more. Of course*at the gate of exit there was the 
usual bottle with the reptile called “Proteus Anguinus” to 
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be seen. This creature lives in the subterranean river, is 
blind, abhors the light, and will not eat in captivity. In its 
natural state it is thought to live on minute shell-fish, little, 
however is, I believe, known of the habits of this singular 
reptile, 

We returned, somewhat fatigued, to the primitive but 
comfortable inn, doing ample justice to a good but rather 
greasy dinner, and retired to rest in clean and excellent beds, 
much resembling’ hearses, especially when covered during 
the day, but in which, despite their funeral appearance, 
we slept soundly till dawn. 
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CHAPTER IX. 
TRIESTE, MIRAMAR, THE ADRIATIC. 

We remained ten days in Trieste, not for pleasure, but 
in order to allow the winds and waves, which were having 
the wildest of dances, to calm down. Our hotel, which 
overlooked the Port, was not comfortable, and was most 
exorbitant. 

The Hotel de la Ville is one of the largest, and the only 
one in Trieste with Table d’Hate, these being as little known 
in Austria as in England. 

Added to other discomforts, I was in a perpetual flurry 
about the dog catchers and their nets, before alluded to, not 
caring to keep Ugly always muzzled. 

One most interesting excursion, however, I made to 
Miramar, the residence of the heroic. but unfortunate 
Maximilian, Emperor of Mexico. Like everything touched 
by the hand of that Poet Prince, it is ideal in its tasteful 
beauty: not equal to Lacroma, the gem of the Adriatic, 
also belonging to the Austrian Arch-Duke, (of which more 
in its place), but still an exquisite sea-girt home. 

The little study of Maximilian especially, is well worth a 
visit, the sailor Prince having had the panelling of its walls 
and ceiling modelled after his own cabin aboard his frigate, 
the Novara. 

The grounds at Miramar are laid out in such a way as 
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to enhance the great natural loveliness of the site,—the blue 
waters of the Adriatic washing almost to the very walls of 
the castle, and undulating here and there, as the land ad- 
vances or recedes, amid the flowering shrubs which fringe 
that enchanting garden. 

Here let me pause to mention the passionate devotion with 
which the name was mentioned of the unhappy but ever 
chivalrous Maximilian, who was adored by all who came in 
contact with him, so much so, people said, as to have oc- 
casioned much jealousy on the part of his Imperial brother 
Francis Joseph. The unhappy Empress Charlotte was also 
spoken of in terms of universal sympathy and respect ; and 
as the misfortunes of the illustrious couple were dilated upon, 
bitter was the opprobrium, and deep the execration cast on 
the detested name of Napoleon, first the tempter, then the 
betrayer, lastly the murderer—if not actually at least as an 
accessory—of the noblest Prince who ever mounted a throne, 
and the moral assassin of his devoted Consort. I have been 
told in Belgium, that the Empress Charlotte awaking, as it 
were from her mental trance when she was told of the over- 
throw of the late dynasty, observed to her attendants that 
“ God was now avenging the cruel murder of her husband ;” and 
it appears indeed as if it were so. 

We left Trieste, one evening, on board a fine steamer of 
the Austrian Lloyd’s, bound for Ragusa, our destination for 
the winter. 

The passage which ought to be accomplished in from thirty- 
six to forty-eight hours, takes at this season—the autumn— 
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from three and a half to four or even five days, according 
to the weather, as these boats never run into danger and con- 
stantly put back if there is a little foul wind or a heavy sea. 
Besides, as the eastern coasts of the Adriatic are entirely 
unprovided with beacons or lighthouses and are also very 
difficult to navigate, in consequence of sunken rocks, shoals, 
and shallows, the Austrian Lloyd Steamers have orders to 
remain in port during the hours of darkness. This renders 
the voyage very pleasant to those whose time is at their own 
disposal, and gives the tourist (I hate the word) an oppor- 
tunity of landing at the different ports; of course, Ugly and 
his mistress availed themselves of this privilege. ‘We went 
ashore at Zara, the first city of Dalmatia I had seen; a 
strongly fortified place, where we walked round the ram. 
parts, and where Ugly killed a lizard,—the only thing I ever © 
saw him hurt, and that was my unintentional fault, having 
thoughtlessly told him to “ fetch it out.” 

We next proceeded towards Sebenico: this town is not 
seen till close upon it, when it starts into view as if springing 
from the rocks; it is built up a steep hill, and the narrow 
streets are, of course, close and musty. There is a very 
good eating-house here, at which some of the passengers 
dined, but I found the fare so good on board the steamer 
that I did not care to do so. I, however, bought some 
Maraschina, which is made here and at Zara, it was like a 
delicious, sweet, and perfumed white wine, not at all like the 
liqueur called Maraschino, to be bought in London or 

Paris. . 
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The falls of the Kerka are about two hours from Sebenico, 
but daylight did not allow of our indulging in a visit to them. 
From this place to Spalatro ought to be five hours, but the 
weather was rough, which caused delay. Passing the 
Island of Bua, the scenery is bleak and mountainous, 
with occasional groves of pines, and a sprinkling here and 
there of vines and olives. 

Spalatro, the next station, contains an ancient palace of 
Diocletian, facing the sea, fifty columns of which are now 
standing, and have been built into the walls of the town, 

The wind, being high and ‘contrary, our Captain, (a young 
hand) decided on waiting a lull, and even when we did get 
off, we made a retrograde movement, creeping in a very 
cowardly manner under the lee of the land. We ought to 
have reached Gravosa (the port for Ragusa) the same 
evening, but, alas! we anchored once more, and only ar- 
rived at daybreak, on the following morning. 

Our good Consul, and my kind friend had sent a carriage 
such as Ragusa affords, to meet me, and I was consoling 
myself in the idea of having a refreshing wash, perhaps a 
bath, the moment of arrival. But how little did I know 
what awaited me! Meanwhile, into the dirty vehicle we 
stepped, little Ugly, charmed to see the baggage transferred 
from the steamer to the shore, running after us. 

We rolled slowly along the excellent but hilly road of 
about two miles between Gravosa and Ragusa; on our left 
rock and mountain barren enough, on our right the lovely 
azure Adriatic, winding in and out, and making all sorts 
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of channels, gulfs and creeks, studded with verdant Islets, 
their banks covered with the Cactus, Aloe, and Ilex. As we 
approached the city we sighted many a pretty Villino 
gleaming white in the sun, its garden rich with the golden 
fruit of the lemon or gay with the scarlet pomegranate 
blossom. All nature smiling enhanced the pleasure I felt 
in the prospect of so soon seeing old friends dear and valued 
and when from the brow of the ascent, I caught sight of 
Ragusa, her antique towers and stone fortresses, nestling 
amid the still luxuriant foliage, I thought a fairer spot 
could not be found on earth. . 

But the reverse of the picture was alas! shortly to 
be shewn. 

On approaching the hotel, called Boschetto, and enquiring 
what rooms had been engaged for me, (having previously 
written to bespeak a suite of four.) I was shewn into a 
large salotfo or entrance hall, commonto every Dalmatian 
dwelling. A very pleasant cool room is the salotto too, in 
the summer when clean, being paved with marble or stone, 
and is used as the family sitting room. 

But this one was so full of all kinds of filth and un- 
savoury odours that Ugly immediately considered it to be 
a place peculiarily appropriated to dogs. The _ hall 
opened from each corner into four detached rooms, one 
dirtier than the other, with sheets on the bed of such a colour 
as we had never before seen even when condemned to the 
laundress’ basket, besides being of the quality of sack-cloth. 
“ This will never do!” I thought, and on enquiry finding 
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there was another hotel opposite, to that we bent our steps ; 
the porters lying in the road like ragged boys, seizing upon 
the baggage and transporting them after us upon their 
heads. Here at Mitrovich’s as the hotel was called, I found 
rather better rooms and engaged them, though bad was the 
best. The landlord (who spoke Italian) asked me if I 
intended staying the winter. I replied, it was possible 
though not certain ; when he said he would make the rooms 
more comfortable by having the stone floors washed (which 
they certainly wanted) and putting carpets down over them. 
I began to hope I might get on, when our good Consul came 
to pay me a visit, and ask if I would come with him to see 
a house he thought might suit me, the only one furnished, he 
added, in the place. 

I went unsuspicious of harm, saw the landlord, a gentle- 
man certainly of middle age, who before letting the house 
said he must ‘ask mamma,” and would then let Mr. P — 
know. We returned to my hotel; when the storm of abuse 
which fell upon our innocent heads was something fearful. 
Mitrowich met us at the door swearing I should not come 
in unless I would engage his rooms for the winter, or by the 
month, at (for Ragusa) a fabulous rent; he soundly rated 
our Consul, declaring he kept all the Juglesi away from him 
and sent them to his rival at the Boschetto. 

The onslaught was so unexpected and so savage that our 
quiet gentlemanly Consul did not know what to reply; so I 
took up the gauntlet, declaring I would rather return to 
the Boschetto than submit to such imposition; at a sign to 
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my ragged friends, the porters, they shouldered or rather 
headed the boxes, and I retraced my steps ignominiously to 
my despised and filthy quarters at the Boschetto, hoping 
before long to have a reply from the dutiful landlord of the 
pretty, clean and well-kept villa I so much coveted. 
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CHAPTER X. 
A WINTER AT RAGUSA, 


Ten miserable days and as many nights did I spend in 
the Boschetto ; my room had a very pretty view over the sea 
but with a pigstye as a foreground, and the waters which 
washed the foot of my terrace were not fragrant, so I did 
Not care to enjoy the breeze. 

The stupid chambermaid, who could talk nothing but 
sclave, I induced to wash the stone floors daily, but she never 
rubbed them or even took the water up, she therefore left 
them in a worse state than before, except as regarded the 
vermin. We had to dine ina room underground upon 
all kinds of greasy dishes, the cloth anything but clean, and 
the service quite of a piece with the rest. 

The kind wife of our Consul was unbounded in her hos- 
pitality, which enabled me to get through the ten days till the 
time came when I might take possession of Casa L. This was 
delayed in consequence of the jealous Mirtrovich telling the 
proprietors that I was very prefese, anglice, very difficult to 
please, and it was not till they had been assured again and 
again by Mr.—that this was a calumny that I was per- 
mitted to enter their house. 

A charming residence I found it, just outside the town, 
and commanding a fine view of the sea and moun- 
tains, looking too, full south, a great merit in a country 
where the sun performs the part of a fire in most dwellings» 
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few of which possess stoves. There was but one small 
stove in Casa L— in the dining-room, and that was put in 
expressly for me. There is no doubt it is most delicious to 
live ina country where the sun has so much warmth and life 
in his beams; still it is at times keen and cold even 
in sunlit Ragusa, and at such times a fire is anything but 
superfluous. 

I must e’en confess to all my troubles having occurred at 
the beginning of my sojourn in Dalmatia, as after leaving 
the Boschetto, I had not really one unhappy hour, or I may 
say moment. Ugly disapproved of the hotel as much as his 
mistress, and refused to enter it when sent with the maid to 
reclaim some articles left behind. 

My little villa was perfectly charming, my host and 
hostess everything, not only polite but neighbourly and kind. 
I had to buy crockery, knives, linen, and even beds as there 
were only chairs and tables, and two beds belonging to the 
rooms, I was able to keep fowls, and later turkeys which 
were a great amusement. 

In Ragusa turkeys are brought by sea about a month | 
before Christmas, and are put down usually in the Piazza 
just outside the Porto Pille, which happened to be in front of 
my villa; here anyone comes and seizes them, two or more 
according to his fancy, and walks off with them, paying 
then and there. 

One of my turkeys used to get upon the wall and watch 
the Austrian soldiers exercising, which they did every day 
in the Piazza before our house, she diverted every one, but 
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1 think she hated the soldiers for her throat used to 
yet scarlet as she looked at them. 

We used to feed the poultry with polenta, (Indian corn 
meal made into a paste) and Ugly so highly approved of 
the mixture that he would sneak out when not observed 
and come back with his tail down as he knew he was doing 
wrong, licking his lips and his beard smeared all over with 
polenta. We also gave the fowls dry corn, and I think I 
never tasted more delicious poultry. 

The society in Ragusa is very small and select, here 
strangers are expected to make the first call, and Mrs. P. 
took me a round of visits in order to present me to the 
créme de la créme? Nothing can exceed the charming ami- 
ability of the Ragusa ladies, and I found more heart and 
sincerity amongst them than is usual in the world. 

The winter was one series of dinners, fétes, balls, and 
suppers ; we hada very fair opera in the pretty little theatre 
and knowing everybody, and being received most kindly by 
all, will ever make me look back with delight to the winter of 
68 and ’69. I gave a Concert to which the whole society, 
Austrians and Ragusans came, and later the Pochesta or 
Mayor did me the honour to request me to sing at an 
amateur Concert to be given in the theatre for the benefit of 
the unhappy families of the poor sufferers who had lost 
their lives in the blowing up of the frigate Radetzky. The 
Concert drew wonderfully, the house was crowded from 
floor to ceiling, and people said many more boxes would 
have been let had the theatre held more. The money 
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made was a large sum for a small place, and I was thanked 
and praised far above my merits. If I did get on better 
than I hoped much of my courage was due to the magnifi- 
cent manner in which I was accompanied by the splendid 
Austrian band which had acted as Orchestra for the Opera 
Company the whole carnival season. Indeed it was one of 
the best in the service, which speaks volumes. 

Amongst the vocal performers were numbered our Consul 
(a first-rate buffo), a splendid tenor, and an excel- 
lent baritone, both Ragusans: there were likewise some 
good solo performances on the piano, by ladies and gentle- 
men, and a capital chorus, in short, our concert was a great 
success. 

The spring came, bringing new pleasures, those only know 
her true loveliness who have welcomed her in southern climes, 
then my saloon was faint with the perfume of the lemon 
tree, of which one large specimen almost looked in at the 
windows ; the trellised vine over the front entrance covered 
the little garden with a canopy of delicate green; its bud- 
ding blossoms, giving promise later, of still greater 
beauty. 

Earthquakes too began. The first shock I ever felt was 
a most severe one. I was in bed and had just gone to 
sleep, when I found myself startled and on my feet by the 
bedside, hearing a violent banging of doors accompanied 
with shaking and a rumbling noise. Not knowing what it 
was, I fancied the gentlemen, sons of my proprietor, who 
lived in the same house but quite separate from mine, as 
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there were two entrances, had come in late and were making 
a noise; so I went to bed again. The next day I heard 
there had been an earthquake. 

Then commenced a series of these, so that during a fort- 
night we had at least eighty shocks, more or less severe. 
Ugly used always to bark at the earthquake. Many people 
ran out of the houses, even in the night, but I always stayed 
where I was. I suppose I am ina minority, but I do not 
mind earthquakes as much as thunderstorms, which I find 
un-nerve one very much, 

We made several excursions in the spring, principally by 
boat, as in consequence of Ragusa being caught in a trap 
between impassable mountains and the sea, there are 
only two drives possible, and those very limited as to distance. 
' We visited Cannosa, passing en route a group of lovely 
islets, belonging each to some noble Dalmatian family, some 
containing pasture lands for cattle, a thing not to be even 
dreamed of near the city. 

On landing, a flight of steps brought us to the summit of 
an eminence, whence a lovely view was obtained, and where 
two large plane trees are shown, which would be fine in any 
country, but in a place where trees are stunted and rare, 
they are, of course, phenomena. The height of these trees 
may be about ninety feet, the trunk of the largest takes six 
men with arms extended to span it. We dined beneath the 
grateful shade of these giants of the forest, the P ’s’ their 
little son, Ugly, and Ugly’s mistress ; and it would be diffi- 
cult to say which of us most enjoyed our excursion. 
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After dinner, we visited the villa of Count Gozze, whose 
mother is an English lady. Alleys of high and closely-cut 
laurel lead down from the village to the villa, which is 
beautifully situated, overlooking the sea, and surrounded by 
a large Italian garden, with its fountains, vases, and statues, 
all, however, in a sadly dilapidated condition. 

I thought what a lovely place it might be made, but the 
Ragusan nobles are not wealthy, and prefer their town- 
houses to any solitude, however charming. 

Our next excursion was to the Val d’Ombla, the cool 
summer resort of those whose villas are so fortunately 
placed as to be near it; here the river on which our boat 
lay is suddenly seen to disappear altogether beneath a high 
wail of rock, which bars all further progress, and is cer- 
tainly most curious to see. 

This river is supposed to be identical with one which 
vanishes into a cave about twenty miles on the other side 
of the mountain, and is supposed to make its reappearance 
at Ombla, whence it flows into the Adriatic, but I believe 
the identity of the river has not yet been traced. 

A moonlight row brought us back to Gravosa where our 
carriages were awaiting our return. 

But the most delightful excursion by far that we made, 
was to the Island of Lacroma, justly styled the “ gem of 
the Adriatic.” The late Emperor Maximilian,in his recently 
published, though youthful, works of travels, “ On the Wing” 
and others, frequently speaks of his yearning for a place 
in which he could say “ Here will I rest—this shall be the 
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home of my choice.” And truly in Lacroma, that poetical 
nature must indeed have found a congenial resting- 
place. 

An ancient convent stands upon the island, founded, it is 
said, by Richard Coeur de Lion in gratitude for the refuge 
afforded to him by its shore, when overtaken by a storm 
on his return from the Holy Land. 

This convent was occupied by Maximilian as a palace, a 
long gallery with cells opening on each side, small but 
many of them communicating, were converted into bed- 
rooms and private sitting-rooms for the Imperial family and 
suite, the dining-room at the end of the gallery, and indeed 
all the rooms, command the most enchanting prospects. 

In the boudoir of the unhappy Empress there still stood 
her cottage piano, which I reverently touched, the walls 
of her rooms were all hung with portraits of our own Royal 
Family, Queen Victoria’s children being portrayed at all 
ages. The Emperor had commenced building a magnificent 
and extensive palace, one wing of which is already com- 
pleted: what most struck me in the new building was a 
splendid open room quite at the top of the house, Mexican 
fashion; commanding such a magnificent and extensive 
prospect from every side as no pen could possibly describe ; 
this room, as is the custom in South America, was to be 
used as a cool retiring room after dinner, where the ladies 
would recline on divans, sipping their coffee and enjoying 
the refreshing breeze, while the gentlemen would, of course, 
smoke. 
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Maximilian had spent from one to two millions of florins 
on the embellishment of the place; he had made immense 
water tanks to supply the wants of the exquisite and rare 
exotics he caused to be brought from every part of the 
world. Beds of every variety of roses, each bed as large as 
a small square suburban garden, containing each a different 
specimen, the roses absolutely massed together ; tropical 
flowers of the most brilliant colours, creepers with a wealth 
of bloom, orange and lemon groves, well-kept paths, as in 
an English garden; if ever there has been an Eden since the 
fall, this is one. 

The wild part of the island is mostly covered with a 
beautiful pine wood, interspersed with many aromatic shrubs 
and some pasture land. 

The vines of Lacroma produce an excellent wine, and its 
olives are productive of a fair quantity of oil. 

The poetic and kind-hearted Prince had also stocked the 
island with a great variety of beautiful birds, and animals, 
these had disappeared since his ever to be lamented death ; 
but the property was still well kept up. , 

During my stay in Ragusa, this enchanting island was 
sold for the small sum of £2000 sterling !* | 

Here, as in Trieste, I heard nothing but eulogies of the 
affability, goodness, and brilliant conversational powers of 
the Austrian Arch-Duke, and nowhere more than in Ragusa 
is his premature and cruel death more truly and bitterly 


regretted. . 
* It is I believe again in the market. 
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I could write pages on this fairy-land, but shall despair 
describing the most perfect spot on earth. 

Ugly too, seemed wild with delight while here; I really 
think he had a too high appreciation of the beauties of 
Nature. 

But we must return to the mainland, but twenty minutes 
or at most half an hour by row boat from the island, and 
finish our Dalmatian reminiscences by a short description of 
the manners and customs of the peasantry. 

The dress of the men is something in the Albanian style, 
blue jackets, loose trousers, scarlet caps, and bright daggers 
in their belts ; sometimes the jackets are magnificent, stiff 
with gold embroidery, and cost a small fortune; the women 
wear necklaces and ornaments of gold coins or beads, all 
of the purest metal ; indeed, they carry their dowry on their 
persons. As an instance, I will mention a circumstance 
which occurred to myself. I was admiring in a jeweller’s 
shop, a very fine gold chain of exquisite workmanship, the 
price £20, on returning next day with a half-matured idea 
of purchase in my head I found I had been forestalled by a 
peasant woman ! 

The females also wear on the head ornaments of gold 
coin and massive rings on each finger, and a golden dagger 
is passed through the hair of every engaged or married 
woman. 

The streets of Ragusa, excet pone called the S/radone are so 
narrow that no carriage can pass through them, the ladies 
therefore either walk to parties or go in Sedan chairs; the 
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usual dinner hour, even of the higher classes, is one o’clock. 
The pastry and sweetmeats are very light and delicate and 
are mostly flavoured with almonds. There is every variety 
of the most delicious fish to be had in the market, but the 
meat is not good. Beef indifferent, mutton uneatable ; veal 
and lamb are most appropriated, and are killed very 
young. Living is wonderfully cheap in this primitive country. 

There is a very pretty superstiton here with regard to 
pigeons; it is considered a sin to kill them, because the Holy 
Spirit once took the form of a dove, and consequently flocks 
of these birds frequent the city and dwell on the house-tops 
with impunity. 

The Ragusans observe a most curious custom in Passion 
Week, which they call “ beating Barabbas.”’ All the boys 
go to church on Wednesday and Thursday in Holy Week, 
and whenever Barabbas is named, they make a most awful 
hubbub, knocking their sticks against the walls, floor, and 
seats, till music, prayer and every serious thought are made 
to give place to a very Babel of confusion. 

Poor little Ugly was always allowed in Church here, and 
he behaved so discreetly (never even noticing other dogs of 
the congregation) as to be a model to the children. I! 
need not say that I am not alluding to a Protestant place of 
worship, of which there are none in Ragusa, the popula- 
tion being divided among the Greek and Roman deno- 
minations. ) 

It is impossible to write about Ragusa without referring 
to the frightul catastrophe which in the year 1667 almost 
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annihilated the city. Amid terrific bellowings from the 
mountain, the sea was agitated, first receded, then rose five 
feet above the usual water-mark, the foundations and cisterns 
were dried up, the earth opened her mouth, and those who 
were not swallowed up were crushed beneath the falling 
ruins. Many noble families became extinct, every member 
having perished. Nine tenths of the clergy were victims, 
and the members of the great Council then assembled died 
miserably. To add to the terror, a great conflagration 
caused by a tempestuous wind followed inthe wake of the 
earthquake. Truly such an earthquake is more terrible 
than any thunder storm. 
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CHAPTER XI. 


THE LAST YEAR OF HIS LIFF. 


Our return route led us through Venice, the lovely Lago 
di Gardoe over the Brenner pass, wa Insbruck, the Rhine 
and Ostend to England. 

As we met with no adventures and travelled by a well- 
beaten track, I will not needlessly enlarge upon the subject. 
Little Ugly evinced the greatest delight on arriving once 
again in England so much so that on taking his first walk 
in the Park, my Dalmatian servant observed to me that he 
~ seemed “to know his own country ,” and being that of his 
mistress he was quite right in feeling naturalized. We took 
up our temporary abode in a house in May Fair, where 
dwelt a yellow-haired young lady of the name of Tottie ; an 
attachment soon sprung up between the young couple, and 
after a very short courtship, they were married as much as 
dog's can be, that is, they were domiciled under the same roof, 
and were called by all of us, husband and wife. In due 
time Mrs. Tottie became the happy mother of four fine little 
puppies, of which one was to have been mine, but by some 
unlucky mischance, or foolish misunderstanding, I was disap- 
pointed in my hopes. Iam sorry to say Ugly did not evince 
any very great paternal affection, appearing rather to dislike 
his babies and to be inclined to disown their paternity, 
indeed he was much more like a father to the little white 
kitten Muff, as we have seen, than to his own progeny. 
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We left London shortly after and I went to Paris, where I 
had taken a house, and where dear Ugly spent his last 
winter. 

Little did I think when on New Years’ Day, 1870, 
I wished him as was my custom “many, many happy new 
years, all to be spent with his dear mistress and that he 
must never, never leave her,” that the latter part of my desire 
alone would be gratified, he was sucha strong and perfectly 
healthy dog that no idea of his death except from old age, 
had ever entered my mind, my only fear being that I might 
lose him. 

His affection and consequent intelligence (for the dog’s 
mind is always educated through his heart) became latterly 
so extraordinary that it was remarked of him “he was too 
clever to live;” he not only understood all that was said, 
but would answer. If I said “do you love your poor missis?” 
he would say ‘‘oh! I do;” as plainly as a young child, or 
sometimes he would in reply, lay his head on my lap and 
heave an audible sigh. 

When I said “I am going, good-bye,” he would say in a 
melancholy tone “no.” If I persisted in pretending to doubt 
his love after all, he would get impatient and say “‘oh!” ina 
tone which signified “what stuff you talk!” indeed he 
changed his voice to suit every emotion. 

When he would not go out with the maid, it was enough 
for me to tell her to fetch his chain, he would then listen for 
her return, and before she could open the door, he was there 
and ready to go, of course then, without his chain. He un- 
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derstood that to be killed was something unpleasant, still I 
fancy he thought to be bitten was worse, for once in playing 
with him I said “1’ll kill you!” whereupon he said 0 ina 
whining voice. I then said “ I’ll bite you,” when he sprung 
suddenly off the sofa, where he was sitting with me and ran 
to the other side of the room. 

_ He was dreadfully jealous and could not bear me to caress 
any other dog or animal. When I had been anywhere 
without him, my maid would say to teaze him, “ your missis 
has been out with other dogs ;’ he would then smell my 
dress all round, and if he found that she had stated the truth, 
he would bark and stamp at me and not forgive me imme- 
diately. Ifonthe contrary he smelt no dogs, he would take 
no notice of the maid’s remark, and behave as usual. He 
did not like me to say “I was jealous,” and as he was very 
fond of my maid, sometimes I pretended to be so, when he 
would cry and come and coax me; but sometimes at the 
time he was doing so, he would slyly give her his paw, or 
a secret kiss when he thought I was not looking. 

Ugly never forgot an old ally even after years, and he 
always liked those best who were most intimate friends of — 
mine, and disliked strangers, especially if repugnant to myself, 
He, however, greatly preferred women to men, and very few 
of the latter did he take into his intimacy. To the French 
chambermaids he never could get reconciled, having a par- 
ticular aversion to the white caps they wear. I believe one 
of them had once teazed him with a broom, and he never 
could forget it. I used sometimes to tell him to make an 
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ugly face, and he would immediately put on, what a young 
lady friend of mine called @ sardomc grin; which she said 
she had often heard of but never before seen. 

As one among many instances of his intelligence, 
I remember while staying afew days at Norwood, I had 
occasion to go to town. Ugly walked with me till we just 
came in sight of the station, when I told the maid to chain 
him and take him home, there was a slight delay before the 
train went off, and great crowd, as usual, before the car- 
riages, I was just about to get in, when I felt something 
touch me ; I thought to myself “If I did not know Ugly was 
at home, I should say that it was him,” when sure enough he 
bounced in after me and was under the seat in a moment. 
No less than three trains were going off at the same time, 
one an excursion to Brighton or some seaport; was it not 
wonderful that he should have threaded his way through 
all these difficulties in safety 2? Surely this was the instinct 
of the heart! 

The maid had unchained him after walking at least half- 
a-mile, and the moment she did so, she told me he flew rather 
than ran, and she after him to the immense amusement of 
the Norwood boys and girls. He did the same thing under 
other circumstances at Ragusa, finding his way into the 
theatre, and to my box on the dress tier to the infinite 
astonishment of everybody. 

Ugly would not permit anyone either to touch his collar 
or lift him up from behind, not even those he knew; no 

_stranger could touch him at all. Even when I have in play 
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seized him suddenly in this way, he would snap, on the first 
impulse, and when he perceived who it was, he would go off 
into a perfect state of distraction ;' sometimes I would pre- 
tend he had killed me, and covering my face with a hand- 
kerchief, would lie as if dead. Poor Ugly would bark and 
pull and jump at me, and when he found I still lay motion- 
less, he would sniff all over the handkerchief to see what 
was the matter and continue these manceuvres till I 
uncovered my face. | 

On such occasions, and on many more I have seen his eyes 
full of tears, He had at one time as great a fear of a 
policeman as if he had committed some crime and feared 
detection. I have seen him go to the other side of the road 
to avoid one. He was once set upon and bitten by a 
very large dog in Paris, after this he always went to the 
other side of the Boulevard when we passed his enemy’s 
house ; but if by chance, he spied the big dog at the door 
he would pass on ¢he same side, with his tail erect, not choosing 
evidently ¢hat the other should see he feared him. 

I have alluded to his anti-cruelty propensities in another 
part, it only remains for me to notice now, the touching 
manner in which the little fellow would seem to be relieved 
of any pain if petted by me. Once he was run over, 
his little leg a good deal hurt, and he was lying down 
moaning in the street; the moment I took him in my arms 
mot another cry was uttered, and he bore his pain like a 
little lamb. ; 

In his last illness, alas! I was powerless to relieve him ! 

G 
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For the first time in six years, this summer Ugly and his 
mistress were separated—I went in June to England for a 
month, leaving him in Paris, under the care of the maid 
who was so fond of him. I was obliged to conceal my 
packing from him lest he should suspect anything, he how- 
ever caught us out with the travelling bag, which as usual 
set him wild ; we concealed it afterwards, and the boxes 
were taken down while he was out. When I kissed him 
he suspected something, indeed, he had done so all day, 
but not seeing the luggage depart, and my having left many 
boxes behind in Paris doubtless consoled him. 

The maid wrote to me regularly ; I told her when my 
jetters came to let him smell them, and to tell him they 
were from “ Missis,” and that “she was coming back to 
Ugly.” 

She said he would sit on a chair by her and try to un. 
derstand all she said, and when she stopped, would put his 
paw on her arm and look in her face, as if he would say, 
“tell me again about my Missis.” She also said that on 
coming from his walk he would look all over the apartment, 
smelling in every possible corner, in the hope that I might 
have returned. And when that happy moment came if ever 
a dog went into hysterics, Ugly did, he screamed for joy, 
barking and crying together, till I feared he would be ill ; 
nor did he lose me out of his sight for very long after. How 
often have I seen the tears in his loving eyes! called up by 
anything which stirred his feelings, and what changes of 
expression in his speaking face, from gay and joyous, till we 
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used to say “ he was laughing,” to sadness, wistful anxiety, 
misery! Dogs are most excitable creatures and feel most 
acutely; but the educated dog has, of course, all these 
qualities in far fuller development than has the rough cur 
who, in common parlance, receives “ more kicks than half- 
pence,” 

I returned to Paris intending just to make a short stay 
and go on to Baden; but war was declared, and, like every 
one else, I thought Germany would shortly be invaded by 
the French, and Baden would be rather unpleasant quarters, 
so decided on going to Ostend for a few weeks. 

Here Ugly and I bathed in the sea, much to his disgust, 
for he greatly disliked the water, and nothing would induce 
him to enter it willingly. Nevertheless, the first time he ever 
saw me bathe, some years back, when I was swimming I 
began to cry and pretend to be drowning. That time Ugly 
did not hesitate for a moment, but plunged into the water and 
swam out to me, when he got on my back by way of saving 
me. I suppose he discovered afterwards that he had been 
humbugged for he never again repeated this Quixotic pro- 
ceeding. 

While at Ostend, all the world was surprised at the 
German successes, and, I may add, delighted also. 
Buonaparte was not popular in Belgium, and every defeat 
he sustained occasioned the greatest rejoicing. Germany 
now being considered safe, and France the contrary, I de- 
cided on prosecuting my journey. 

Except for the delays occasioned by the lines being so 
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much taken up with the transport of cattle and ammunition, 
and the long trains of poor wounded soldiers from the seat 
of war, the journey, though tedious, was safe enough. 

The first French prisoners we came@across were lying 
about the floor in the Custom House at Cologne, some were 
slightly wounded. Poor fellows! they looked fatigued and 
uncomfortable, but at the beginning of the war they were 
all well-cared for. The officers were all in the Hotel du 
Nord where we stayed ; they were without their swords, but 
were apparently cheerful, and were standing about the 
entrance of the hotel. 

I forgot, and spoke to the landlord in French, when he 
surlily told meI ought to learn German if I came to. 
Germany. I then spoke in English. He was tipsy, but I 
found this ill-feeling as to the use of the French language 
very prevalent, so I either spoke English or German in 
future. 

One great, rough giant of a fellow at, I think it was. 
Heidelberg, pushed me violently in the crowd, thinking I 
was French, and said, “ the French have been well rossés— 
beaten.” I replied in English that I knew they had, and that 
in my country, men were usually civil to women; where- 
upon my big consumer of satir kravit (to use a fashionable. 
metaphor) ‘shut up.” | 

In Baden great rejoicings, flags, salutes, fireworks, etc., 
proclaimed the glorious victory of Sedan, and the surrender 
of Napoleon and his army. Every one thought peace would 
follow immediately, because all believed what the King had 
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publicly proclaimed, that “he was not fighting against the 
French nation but only-against Napoleon and his Army.” 

Every one, therefore, was thunderstruck when they heard 
the continuous dull booming of the cannon pointed against 
unfortunate Strasburg, which city might be seen in flames 
from the heights of the Jagd Haus. How much more 
glorious would it have been for Germany and her Emperor 
had they known how to temper their courage with mercy ! 
What a spectacle of magnanimity they would have shewn 
to the world, as already they had of valour combined 
with consummate strategy ! 

Germany, however, was very tender in her care of the 
wounded, whether friends or} foes. Our own two beloved 
Princesses, the Crown Princess of Prussia and the Princess 
Louis of Hesse set a noble example of devotedness. 

“Ste ist immer mit die vermund er.” (“She is always with 
- the wounded,”) said a young Hessian officer speaking to a 
comrade in the train, alluding to Princess Alice; and Her 
Royal and Imperial Highness Princess Victoria fixed herself 
at Homburg in order that she might personally superintend 
all the military ambulances in the neighbourhood. 

Very gratifying must it be to every loyal subject of 
Victoria to hear her daughters so :highly eulogised, and to 
know them deservedly beloved in the land of their adoption. 

The trains were crowded with Red Cross Knights, but I 
suspect from what I saw, that many of them thought less of 
the poor wounded than of having their fun, together with 
plenty to eat and drink, free of expense; indeed, I have 
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been informed that many of them have been seen to appro- 

priate to themselves the champagne and other luxuries 
destined for the hospitals. Every large station was provided 
most liberally with stores of lint, medicines, and refresh- 
ments for the suffering soldiers! Itrust all the poor 
fellows benefitted, as it was the intention of the givers they 
should. 

I must here mention how horrified I was to see the over- 
crowded trains of unhappy cattle, their poor heads fixed 
down immovably, 2o water for forty-eight hours, or even 
more. Can it be a wonder the cattle-plague broke out 
among them? For such travelling must be a fearful source 
of fever and inflammation. 

I made but few excursions while at Baden, and then more 
for the sake of a young friend staying with me than myself. 

Ugly loved to roam through the magnificent pine forests, 
he always had a laughing expression on his face, and as 
the road wound up the mountain side, he would stop to lock 
over the precipice and catch the first sight of the changing 
prospect ; he loved to follow the carriage on foot not being 
at alla lazy dog. In travelling in England at the lakes, 
though, he found the pace too quick for him, and would 
climb up to the top of the coach by a ladder as cleverly as 
possible, though occasionally his little legs would slip 
through the bars and his broad back would be seen sprawl-’ 
ing helplessly on the ladder, but at Baden the pace was 
slow, and, of course, in climbing, it slackened to a walk, 
which suited Ugly’s short legs admirably. 
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We returned straight from Baden to England, for by 
that time Paris was, (as all the world knows,) surrounded 
by the iron ring and menaced by the bristling arms of 
Germany. 
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CHAPTER XII. 
HIS LAST ILLNESS, DEATH AND BURIAL. 


When we arrived in May Fair, we found ‘poor Tottie 
(Ugly’s wife) very ill, though she evinced much pleasure 
at seeing him, and he still more at meeting her; however, 
in consequence of poor Tottie’s state of health, they were 
kept apart; they had therefore no more pleasant walks 
together in the Park where her little husband would have so 
much trouble in guarding his little flirting wife from the big 
dogs who wished to make her acquaintance. Poor Ugly 
seemed in perfect health ; however, I remarked that when 
I drove out, he did not seem to follow the carriage so well 
as before, and I often had to stop to take him in. 

The last month of his life he ran away from me twice in 
the Park after female dogs: the first time we only got him 
home by enticing the other to follow, she, however, refused. 
to enter the house though Ugly did his best to invite her in, 
so she ran off and he after her, but returned very shortly 
erying the moment he saw me by way of showing penitence. 
The second time he ran away altogether, but as it was in 
the Park and towards evening, I did not feel alarmed, feeling 
sure he would return which he did, just as I was sitting down 
to dinner, after remaining away about two hours. 

I now come to the saddest and most painful part of my 
task, and think I cannot do better than extract a few pages 
here from my journal. 
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December 3rd.—Poor little Ugly is quite poorly to-day ; 
he seems to have a bad cold, which I fear he caught after 
a warm bath the day before yesterday. He seems restless 
and lagged behind when he went out with me. Miss M—, 
who has several dogs, came to lunch, she did not seem to 
think there was much the matter, though dear Ugly refused 
to eat; he coughs a little. I asked Mr. P— if he thought 
his breath was affected, as he lay before the fire panting a | 
little; he said he did not observe any difference in him. 

Ugly often lies before the fire till he gets too hot, and then 
the dear little fellow sometimes pants a good deal. He ate 
a little in the evening. I put homceopathic globules of 
aconite in his water, as it is almost impossible to get him 
to swallow medicine. 

Here I must pause to observe that on former occasions, 
finding castor oil perfectly impractible, I used to put a small 
calomel powder in a piece of meat, but I had to be cautious, 
not only not to let him see me manipulating, but actually not 
even to speak of medicine before him. This was quite 
enough to put him on his guard and he would smell each 
piece of meat, and often refuse them ; as soon as he began to 
bolt the morsels without investigation, I was safe. 

Journal continued—Suriday 4th.—The first thing in the 
morning, Ugly refused to go out as usual with the maid and 
even growled at her; as he has such a bad cold I did not 
force him, he went later but refused to come with me in the 
afternoon. I called him out but he would not follow, so as 
the weather is bitterly cold and the wind cutting, I took him 
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home. The maid said (but unhappily not till too late) that 
the dear little fellow had sat down in the road this morning 
and was nearly run over by a cab, he refused roast beef to 
day at dinner, of which he is fond, this made me suspect he 
was really ill, and if he is not better to-morrow I shall send 
for a doctor, his nose, however, is cold which is a good sign, 
but towards evening his cough got very bad. 

The following was not written for some days after, as, of 
course, my mind and time were too painfully occupied to 
admit of my keeping my diary regularly. 

sth and 6th.—How shall I ever write the melancholy 
events of these two days of wretchedness ! 

The morning of Monday, waking at about six, I found my 
poor little dog sitting upon the floor. I got up to see how 
he was and found him very cold,-for the weather is bitter. 
I took him on to my bed, and tried to cover him, but he 
would not lie down, it seemed to make him cough, and his 
cough was deep and appeared to hurt him much. The 
moment the servants were up, I wrote a note and sent off 
a messenger for the doctor who had attended poor Tottie, 
and who I was told was very clever. Tottie had died on 
the previous Tuesday, and dear Ugly, who seemed 
at that time in the most perfect health, had cried 
when I told him “ Tottie was killed and had gone 
good-bye ;” little thinking my own pet was to follow 
‘on that day week. The Commissionaire did not return and 
on inquiry I found he was not at his post when the letter 
was sent, but was now gone with it. I waited his return 
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most impatiently and when he came bringing no satisfactory 
reply, I wrapped my poor little suffering darling in his own 
favourite cloak, and accompanied by the maid took him in a 
cab to the doctor’s house. When we got there I was shocked 
to find I had come to a Homceopathic practitioner, in whom 
for serious and acute maladies I have but little confidence ; 
but it was too late to search for another, especially as the 
doctor appeared a kind and feeling person and also 
spoke with a Scotch accent, which gave me a good 
opinion of his talent. He said directly he saw the little 
patient, “that dog is very ill, he has inflammation of the 
lungs and cannot lie down.” The news seemed to fall on‘ 
my heart like lead. He said “In that complaint there 
is always danger.” I replied “I hoped he would be able 
to cure him,” he said he would do his very best and remarked 
that he seemed a dog quite out of the common. He asked 
if Ugly would bite if he gave him some medicine, I was 
obliged to say I feared he might; but to the surprise of us 
both, he allowed his little mouth to be opened and swallowed 
the aconite, behaving as well as possible; so the doctor 
said I had belied him and that he was as good a little 
patient as he ever had; he added he hoped with great care 
to cure him, ordered aconite every hour, with bryonia 
occasionally, told me to have a warm piece of clothing tied 
on him at night, to have a fire in the bedroom, and to give 
him his medicine regularly. I sent the maid home with 
the poor little thing, and went to buy some flannel to make 
him a jacket, also to excuse myself from a dinner engage- 
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ment. I then went to my poor little patient and never left 
him. It was most harrowing to see the painful manner in 
which he laboured to draw his breath, but the worst of all 
was, the poor little creature could not lie down, and so could 
get no repose, though at times he nodded withsleep. I had 
a fire in my room and tied on the flannel coat we had pre- 
pared. I also constantly rubbed and stroked his back, and 
held his little paws in my hand to warm them ; he was very 
cold, for in the agony of catching his breath, he would throw 
off all wraps and go to the window or door for air. I did 
not go to bed till after midnight, when I put him in the arm- 
chair and wrapped him in his cloak. I also laid a pillow 
before the fire in case he might wish to go there. I then 
went to bed but was constantly in and out to give him his 
medicine and to put on his wraps. 

Once he asked to get on my bed, so [ lifted him up, 
when he had a dreadful fit of coughing. I gave him some 
bryonia, this stopped it, and he went to sleep for half-an-hour 
lying full length ; all the time the rattle in his chest was 
dreadful to hear. It was a bitter cold night and the morning 
air was as thick as pea-soup from the fog; everything was 
against my poor suffering darling. I sent for the doctor 
the first thing, he at once said the aconite had done nothing 
and he must try another remedy. 

I begged him to try a preparation of prussic acid which 
I had seen very efficacious in the case of a child ; he acceded, 
and said I could alternate that with the other medicine every 
half-hour. My poor little patient sufferer had such an 
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imploring look in his expressive eyes that his doctor noticed’ 
it; dear- Ugly seemed to know he came to try to do him 
good, and went up to him and laid his little head against 
his leg. 

I must not here forget to mention that in spite of his dislike 
for medicine, all through his last illness I had only to ask 
him to take it to “ please his poor Missis and that it was to. 
make Ugly well,” and the little teeth would be unclenched at 
once, and the medicine would be swallowed with the patience, 
I may say, of a Christian. 

The doctor gave him a spoonful of medicine, and the 
poor little thing turned quite giddy and nearly fell down, -he 
seemed so weak and worn out, having eaten nothing and 
scarcely laid down since Sunday. Notwithstanding his. 
severe sufferings the dear little fellow seemed so grateful 
to those who came to enquire after him. 

Mr. H. N., an old friend kindly came twice and Ugly 
dragged himself to him and stood by him as long as he 
could, he also made a fuss about the cook who came up to 
inquire after him. I left him for a few minutes to post a 
letter, but should certainly not have done so, had I known. 
how quickly the end so dreaded, yet never expected, was to. 
come. The loving wistful eyes followed me as I left the 
room, and the maid told me he heard me the moment I 
re-entered the house. Nor did his eyes ever leave me now 
wherever I moved. He began in the afternoon to have 
twitchings. I thought it was the medicine and sent the maid 
in a cab to ask the doctor if I was to coutinue it, he sent. 
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back word I was to leave off the prussic acid, and give the 
other medicine only, which was calming ; he also told the 
maid he was “not surprised to hear of the twitchings,” but that 
the remedies had not caused them. Even this did not open 
my eyes. Witnessing his sufferings I seem to have lost my 
head, indeed they almost broke my heart. I prayed to God 
if he was to die to let it be at once, as I could not bear to 
see him lingering in agony. Alas! how soon was this 
prayer to be answered. He went to his bowl of water 
for the last time and seemed too weak to be able to lap 
it, but the medicine kept his mouth moist ; his dear little 
nose was now dry and shrivelled, the tongue sunk back 
into the mouth; yet strange to say, his breath was as sweet 
as ever, and it always was wonderfully fresh and without 
the slightest smell. Ihave since bitterly regretted I did 
not give him a little brandy and water. I think the inflam- 
mation was now mastered, and the little creature was 
sinking from exhaustion, but at that time I had no sense to 
think of anything, only to obey the doctor who had for- 
bidden me to give any nourishment but the medicine. 

I had a little mutton broth to try to induce dear little 
Ugly to take a little ; he would not even look at it. I went 
into the dining-room to take a little refreshment myself at 
five, while there, Ugly lay before the fire and slept for half 
an hour peacefully; his breath much easier. I was full of 
hope ; on waking, he came to me at once into the next 
room. We carried him back into the drawing-room, 
where we placed him in an arm-chair, thinking he 
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might perhaps sleep leaning back. He seemed much calmer 
and to be trying to find a comfortable position. I told the 
maid to stroke his head, and, feeling very tired, I leaned 
back on the sofa, which touched Ugly’s chair. The dear 
pet seemed a little easier, so I would not disturb him to 
give him his medicine. When suddenly, to our surprise, he 
rose up apparently as strong as ever, and stepping over the 
arm of the chair, after first, as the maid said, casting at her 
“a beautiful look,” he ran to me and fell into my arms as 
into a refuge. I told her to cover him, and I stroked his 
dear head, thinking he had gone into a sweet and refreshing 
sleep. I heard no more the poor labouring breath, and 
believed the malady had taken a turn. And, truly, the 
crisis Aad come, but it was not till the doctor paid his visit 
three quarters of an hour later, that I knew the poor little 
tender loving heart had ceased to beat; that the faithful 
devotion of a life had ended at the moment when he ran 
to my arms breathing out there as fond and true a soul 
as ever existed. | 

Truly, if the pangs of death, terrible at the best, can be 
softened by dying in the arms of those we love and who 
love us, then my poor little dog was perhaps happier in his 
last moments than many a human being. And where did 
that loving soul fly when it left the lump of clay which lay 
on the sofa:? If love and fidelity, gratitude and devoted 
affection are evanescent and perish with the body, why, then, 
what 7s immortal? What right has man to arrogate to 
himself the sole right of living for ever? He, so inferior in 
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noble qualities and in his affections to what he is pleased to 
Style she brute creation! But of this hereafter. 

There was universal weeping round the body of my poor 
little dog, who was much beloved in the house, and little 
Tottie having died only that day week the grief of her 
master, my landlord, was opened afresh. The doctor showed 
much feeling and kindness also. 

7th—Passed a sad night, and one of self-reproach that 
I had not before seen how ill my poor little pet was, and 
that I had not tried other remedies. I felt as if I had lost 
my ‘‘one little ewe lamb” of which Nathan the prophet 
spoke. Wrote to different friends who knew dear Ugly, to 
tell them of his sudden death. Strange to say, the cat 
always sits watching the eee ; she did the same when 
Tottie died, 

8th—Received most kind letters from sympathizing 
friends, to all of whom I feel most truly grateful. The 
proverb, “‘love me, love my dog,” is avery true one; and 
enables me in reality to divide the sheep from the goats. I 
asked Mr. P. to allow my little darling’s body to be laid in 
the same grave with his wife Tottie, to which he has kindly 
consented. We therefore wrapped him in his own tartan 
cloak, of which he was so fond, and placed him in a decent 
new box, laying over him some sprigs of rosemary and 
sweet smelling herbs. We placed his brush and comb 
by his side. My maid went with me in a close car- 
riage to Peckham, where we laid him in the grave in the 
garden belonging to an aunt of Mr. P—’s, with Tottie ; the 
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earth had scarcely been thrown in when the first snow storm 
came on, covering his grave as witha white pall ; but when 
the spring comes, roses and geraniums will flourish over the 
tomb of the two poor little innocent creatures who had so 
completely fulfilled their destinies. Which of us will be 
able when called to our last account to say the same! 

End of extracts. 


More and more every hour do I miss the fond welcome 
of my lost companion; lonely indeed is it to enter the 
house and hear no more the joyous bark of welcome as 
the little pattering feet would descend to the hall door to 
meet his beloved mistress on her return home. 

Poor little friend of now nearly seven years! faithful 
companion of many a solitary hour, never can! forget thee! 
Long, long will it be ere I even attempt to replace thee! for 
‘never canst thou really be replaced ! 

The following pretty and feeling lines were sent me by 
a friend, they were composed by a clergyman who had 
lost a pet dog, and with a few verbal alterations, which I 
have taken the liberty of making, I present them to my 
readers. 


LINES TO DARLING UGLY. 


Is thy blissful life then ended ? 
Life with mine so closely blended, 
Life with fondest love attended ; 

3 _ Dear Ugly! 
H 
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No more thy happy bounding dance 
Thy joyous cries—thy loving glance, 
The pleasure of my walks enhance— 
My Ugly! 
Never more along the hall 
May thy pattering footsteps fall 
Eager searching for thy ball— 
Dear Ugly ! 
‘Every sofa, easy chair 
In Paris, Baden or May Fair, 
Footprints of thy memory bear 
Dear Ugly! 
Treasured up amongst us all, 
We shall keep thy little ball, 
Fondest memories to recall— 
My Ugly! 
All things mortal pass away 
Even beauty must decay, 
Still I hoped that thou wouldst stay— 


Dear Ugly. 
Many years—ere life should close, 
In ripe old age to reach repose, 
Was the end I did propose, 


For Ugly! 
Fleeting time moves on for ever, | 
The mystic web of life to sever, 
Ah ! forget thee can I never— 
My Ugly! 
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CONCLUSION. 


A FEW SUGGESTIVE THOUGHTS. 


A very intelligent and humane American, and,I may add, 
a believer in Revelation, said once to me that on looking 
from his bedroom window one starlight night, he perceived 
a poor deserted dog lifting his head and howling upwards 
to the pitiless sky ; and “I said to myself,” he added, “ Can 
there really be a God!” And, truly, this involuntary ex- 
clamation on the part of the good doctor must occasionally 
have found a sad echo in many a heart aching at the sight 
of suffering entailed upon his poor, dumb, but willing slaves 
by the cruelty, selfishness, and oftentimes the negligence or 
even ignorance of man. 

If there be a God—He must, we reason, be good and 
loving, wise and just. He must of necessity be all-powerful 
and the Creator of all that lives, and moves, and is. How 
then can we reconcile these attributes with what we perceive 
to be the most unmerited suffering of His innocent creatures ? 
How can we reconcile this state of things, not with the 
Divine goodness alone, but with Inrinitz Justick? To have 
brought creatures into being, to have endowed them with 
nerves of sensation, rendering them thus sensible to acute 
sufferings ; to have given to them the capacity of feeling 
‘ terror—grief—love—and then to abandon these blameless 
victims to the buffetings of the most cruel caprice; merely 
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to subserve the interest of another creature—man. Man, 
who, religion teaches, has alone of all created beings fallen 
from an original state of innocence, thus incurring the dis- 
pleasure of his Maker. Is this, we repeat, consistent with 
the eternal laws of justice ? 

There are two ways of reconciling so apparent an 
anomaly. The one the theory of REINCARNATION, on the con- 
sideration of which we do not desire to enter, having no 
sympathy with such fanciful idea. 

The other theory is that of a yUTURE STAT& FOR ANIMALS, 
Start not, kind reader, and be not shocked if perchance He 
who on Creation’s morn surveyed the beauteous and varied 
forms of the Fauna of the Garden of Eden and pronounced 
them all to be very coop: murmur not if God, their Holy 
and merciful Maker, in the infinite goodness of His divine 
_ decrees has provided future compensation for His guiltless, 
suffering creatures. Yes, O proud egotist ! a future perchance 
for those whom in thy miserable vanity thou termest the 
brutes, as well as for thee! 

But this is by no means a popular belief, and we expect 
many objectors to our theory. For instance, one will say, 
‘© Ammals have no souls ;’” assertions, be it remarked, are not 
proofs, and we think the only gical arguments our objector 
might use, would equally militate against the probabilities 
of a future state for the human race; and such reasonings 
indeed have already been urged by the Materialist in proof 
that we ourselves have no spiritual nature apart from matter. 
Now, let us see what are in man usually admitted to be 
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attributes or functions of the soul or mind; let us enumerate 
at least some of them. 

PERCEPTION, VOLITION, AFFECTION, ConsciousNEss, Memory, 
ETC, 

Now, I do not suppose that any one who has even casually 
observed the habits and actions of the higher classes of the 
domestic animals, such as the horse, the dog, the elephant, 
the camel, not to omit birds, will attempt to deny that most 
if not all of these faculties are indubitably possessed and 
exercised more or less by all these creatures. Moreover, 
that they are found in them actually 7 higher development 
than they are in the infant, in some low adult human natures, 
in all idiots, and in the hopelessly insane. Yet, who for such 
_ reasons, ever denied to these undeveloped or imperfect beings 
the possession of an immortal soul. 

There are entire tribes we read, in the arid regions of Cen- 
tral Africa having no higher sense of responsibility, no more 
longing aspirations after a nobler life, than has the very 
worm they crush beneath their feet; yet we must fain be. 
lieve these benighted heathen, these cannibals, are im- 
mortal. An argument, therefore, based on a graduated 
scale of intelligence, on a sense of individual responsibility, 
on the fact of aspirations after a future beyond the grave ; 
would thus exclude these savages, as well as the low, ig- 
norant, and vicious of Christendem, whose darkness, though 
born beneath the Star of Bethlehem, is even denser than 
that ofheathendom, and it would exclude, (as we have seen, 
likewise), the maniac, the idiot, and even the innocent babe 
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These deductions, it appears to me, are strictly logical. 
The teachings of Revelation we purpose to consider later. 

We have thus seen that not only has the animal creation 
a material nature like ourselves, but it has likewise in 
common with us a spiritual nature ; that is, unless we are pre- 
pared to sustain that matter alone can feel love, hatred, pity, 
sorrow, jealousy ; that it can think, reason, and have a will 
of its own, and even a sense of injustice (as has often been 
perceived in the animal when punished undeservedly) : also, 
we must be prepared to sustain our proposition in the face of 
the well-known law that the particles of matter suffer constant 
change through waste and renewal, while the consciousness of 
identity and memory ever remains intact in the animal as in 
us. Nor has the materialist ever been able to refute the 
known fact that our remembrance of impressions received through 
the brain remains long after the substance of the brain which 
received them has been replaced by other particles ; and so also is 
it with the animal. 

The student of Natural History knows it to abound in 
instances of high intelligence in the animal creation as also 
it does with examples of the finest qualities of the soul, 
devotion till death, untiring fidelity despite of cold, hunger, 
absence, aye and evil treatment, in various animals, but 
especially in the caninerace. ‘“ Go to the ant, thou sluggard, 
consider her ways and be wise,” saith Holy Writ; and 
surely humanity has much also to learn from the too often 
despised dog. 

Well would it be for us did we serve our God with the 
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zeal the faithful dog puts into the service even of a thankless 
and selfish master whom he really does love with “all his 
heart and mind and soul and strength.” 

The donkey is usually considered to be the type of 
stupidity, yet the author, when at Ostend last autumn, wit- 
nessed an instance of what seemed very like shrewdness in 
these beasts which proved them to be not quite so stupid as 
they are reputed. The donkeys in question stand for hire 
upon the sands ; when the saddle is removed, if not eating, 
you usually see them standing in couples each occupied in 
biting his friend’s back which I conclude they find a good 
substitute for grooming. They evidently make a mutual 
aid compact, one with the other; as I stood watching them 
I perceived one come up to another donkey standing alone 
with a view, it was easy to see, to securing his services, but 
the latter having evidently made a previous engagement, 
the discomfited Jack retired in search of another groom, 
_ whilst my engaged friend was shortly after joined by his 
chosen partner of the mutual Aid Society. 

But to follow out our suggestions ; a second objector will 
tell us that he perfectly agrees with us that animals show 
some intelligence only he calls this Jnstnct. But what is 
instinct ? Let us endeavour to define the term. 

To our view Instinct is but another name for Zntuttion or direct 
Inspiration. How many great and thoughtful writers have con- 
sidered intuition to be a higher faculty of the mind. even than 
reason, for instance a Newton would seize upon a large truth 
by intuition, or as we term it in common parlance zstinctively ; 
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while the more plodding intellect would perhaps employ years 
of laborious reasoning ere he would arrive at a similar result. 
And if this applies (as it has done) in the well-known inci- 
dent of the fall of the apple having suggested to the greatest 
of intuitive geniuses the theory of gravitation; how much 
more necessary is the inspirational faculty to the discovery 
of spiritual truths. The greatest minds are those whose 
capacity for reading’ truth is quickest and highest; nor is 
he the wisest man who resolves to take nothing on the 
showing of the heart or imagination, but rather he who is 
not deaf to the voice of God within. 

What are the mere historical evidences of Christianity 
compared to their felt adaptation to the necessities of 
the Soul? 

Instinct may be but the lowest step, yet it is a step on that 
LADDER WHICH REACHES TO THE HIGHEST HEAVEN—it is in fact 
direct inspiration from the source of all good, the ever pre- 
sent Preserver as well as Creator; without Whom “not 
one sparrow can fall to the ground,” for “ He upholdeth all 
things by the word of His power.” “ Truly” says the 
Psalmist “they wait all upon Thee; Thou openest Thine 
hand and they are filled with good. Thou hidest Thy face 
and they are troubled, they die and return to dust. Thou 
sendest torth Thy Spirit and they are created. Psalm crv. 
verses 27-30. 

INSTINCT IS UNERRING. “Where” says the German 
Reimar “do we find instinct falsified? Are the swallows 
deceived by their instinct when they fly away from clouds 
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and storms to a warmer country? When the May flies and 
other aquatic insects leave their shells and soar from the 
waters into the air; do they not find an atmosphere to 
sustain them in a new stage of life ?” 

The greatest of philosophers, before alluded to, Sir Isaac 
Newton, held the opinion that the actions of animals are 
under the constant, immediate and direct guidance of the Deity® 

“ Intuition,” says a distinguished modern writer, “is worth 
volumes of logic ; it is the call of the Creator addressed to 
His creatures.” A call which man, through sin, has ceased 
to hear, while the guiltless animal creation have preserved 
the intercourse with their Creator unbroken—a blessing we 
have forfeited by “eating of the fruit of that forbidden tree 
whose mortal taste brought death into the world and woe 
to all,” spiritual death far more terrible than physical dis- 
solution, because it closes the avenues of the inner nature to 
the'Divine influx ; and this too, according to that great spiritual 
law, immutable as that which poises the worlds in space, 
THAT EVIL AND GOOD ARE ETERNALLY ANTAGONISTIC THE ONE 
TO THE OTHER. And was it not to restore the lost intercourse 
between the Holy and the unholy that Christ the Mediator 
’ came, resisting the powers of evil, and vanquishing them even 
to the very bitterness of death, thus opening to us a fresh 
channel through which may flow once again the health- 
giving stream from the fountain of life; the healing and 
renewing influences of God’s Holy Spirit? Our belief then 
in a Divine inspiration, which takes the form of instinct in 


See ‘‘ Dialogues on Instinct,’’ by Lord Brougham. 
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beasts is then shared in common with distinguished men 
and great thinkers ; if we are in a minority, it is at least a 
select one. 

As we have before hinted the highest truths are scarcely 
susceptible of actual proof; we feel them. The most trans- 
cendant truth of all, the consciousness of God is an intuition ; 
indeed were we to decline to receive all that is not capable 
of mathematical proof, we should not rise very high in the 
realms of the ideal 

“Ignorance,” it has been aptly said, “is always incredul- 
ous, the amplest knowledge has the largest faith.” The 
poet soars to regions far above the mere logician; to him 
the introduction in this life to mineral, plant, and animal, is but 
the commencing link in the chain of sympathy which eternity 
will perfect instead of dissolving.” 

But this brings us to the consideration of the teachings of 
Revelation, and to the third objection. All this may be 
possible, buf z# 2s unscripiural. This kind of assertion is 
highly calculated to alarm those who dare not think for 
themselves. It however means simply this, “I have not 
found in the received translation of the Scriptures (now 
being revised and corrected) any foundation for a belief that 
brutes have souls, or that they live after death.” 

The objection is at least venerable from its antiquity, it 
has been mooted from time immemorial, and will be till time 
shall be no more. It sentenced Galileo to the tortures of the 
‘Inquisition, it would commit to the flames all the works of 
modern Geology, because they prove that the world was 
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not made in six days of twenty-four hours each. It would 
probably condemn balloons for equally cogent reasons, 
‘“because God not having given wings to man, # 15 clearly 
impious to improve His works and encroach on His rights as 
Creator”? : 

But, granting for the sake of argument, that the teachings 
of Scripture do not warrant the assumption that there is a 
future for the animal creation, the Bible at least contains 
nothing contrary to such belief. The Old Testament is, all 
but silent as to the immortality of man, indeed, the infer. 
ence is rather the other way. See Genesis iii. 19. The 
blessings promised to the Jews were mostly of a temporal 
nature—“ length of days,” “‘ seeing their children’s children,» 
“plenty of flocks and herds,” “corn and wine.” Such were 
the patriarchial blessings. Would good King Hezekiah 
have shown such anxiety to prolong his earthly existence 
had he firmly believed in a future of immortality? And 
would not Isaiah have opened the King’s eyes to perceive 
the better land beyond, rather than have entreated Jehovah 
to put back the shadow on the dial, had the prophet himself 
held any very definite ideas on the subject of a future 
State ? 

* Yes, the Jewish oracles we must own are all but silent on 
this momentous question, “for life and immortality were 
brought to light through the Gospel” alone, and that not 
1900 years ago. 

We must here note a most remarkable passage in 


* See “ Wonderful Balloon Ascents.”? /arion. 
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Ecclesiatics iii. 17—-22 to which we entreat our readers to 
refer. Of this text the editor of the “Animal World” 
remarks, that verse 21 seems apparently to contradict the 
context, unless read with the interpolation of the pronoun 7/, 
and which truly seems to us, without that meaning, to be 
devoid of meaning. ‘“ Who knoweth the spirit of man that 
(7¢) goeth upward and (he spirit of the beast that (2#) goeth 
downwards to the earth?” My readers will note too the 
phrase—rTur. spirit of the beast. Thus encouraged by the 
wisest of men, let us now goa step further, and maintain that 
our belief as regards the spiritual nature of the animal, and by 
inference its future state, is not only not contrary fo, but is 
actually consistent uith the teachings of the Word of God. 
In the first chapter of Genesis, Hebrew scholars will tell 
you that the word 4 applied to beasts is translated soul 
when referring to man, but the term in the original is he soul, 
for both and will be found identical in Bibles with marginal 
references ; indeed, the term /e may be said to apply to 
the vegetable kingdom also. As to the animal, how many 
instances could we cite, in which in the Old Testament 
| spiritual qualities are applied to the beast—* The ox knoweth 
his owner,” ‘‘ The horse rejorceth in his strength,” then what 
care and tenderness is shown for the inferior creatures 
in the Mosaic law—*“ Thou shalt not muzzle the ox that 
treadeth out the corn,” “nor seethe the kid in his mother’s 
milk ;”’ and does not the blessed gift of the Sabbath rest 
to them prove that there is over them, as over us, an ever 
watchful Providence? By no fault of their own, but by 
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man’s sin alone, have they fallen from a state of happiness 
and ease into one in which they suffer “all the ills that flesh is 
heir to,” including death, the crowning evil, which through. 
sin (though not theirs) entered into the world. They have, 
therefore i” common justice THE RIGHT to partake in the bles- 
sings of the promised restoration of all things. 

The Jewish prophets teem with Millennial prophecies in 
which the animal races are ever included, of this there 
cannot be two opinions. The New Testament goes still 
further ; actually teaching that the “ whole creation” now 
“groaning and travailing in pain” is a partaker in the 
benefits of redemption. I can see no other sense in the 
passage contained in Romans viii, 19-22. True, these 
texts severally may merely mean the animal creation as a 
race, but redemption, though it applies also to mankind 
in general, also includes individuals, of which that race 
is composed ; and how indeed could the happiness of a few 
animals during the Millennium compensate for the myriads of 
suffering and uncomplaining victims of past ages ? 

We admit the New Testament to be equally silent on 
the future of animals as are the Hebrew scriptures regarding 
that of man—but this merely proves that at the beginning 
such teachings were not considered expedient, as they cer- 
tainly were not necessary to our salvation, concerning none 
but the true lovers of animals to whom I believe God is 
now revealing these most consoling truths.“ Babes,” says 
the Apostle, “ must be fed with milk ;” and Jesus Himself 
told his Apostles he had “Many things to say to them” 
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adding, “but ye cannot bear them now, but when the . 
Spirit of truth shall come, he shall guide you into a// truth.” 
Also the beloved Apostle tells us if all that the Lord said and 
did should be chronicled “ the world itself could not contain 
the books which should be written.” 

Let not then any mortal dare to limit the teachings of 
Divine Love and Truth ; let him not venture to say that the 
Holy Spirit no longer reveals the mind of God to man, 
progressively as he is able to receive it; above all, let none 
close the spiritual nature to such influence in narrow bigotry 
or misplaced worship of the Protestant translation of the 
Divine word. 

When the evening before his death my poor little dog 
was suffering so acutely, I opened my Bible to see what 
text would first meet my eye, thus to draw an augury as to 
his probable recovery or death ; this was wrong and I got 
no reply. I then knelt down to pray, and rising, took up 
the Bible, which opened of itself (without my wishing again 
to try), and my eye fell upon these words, “ Let not your 
heart be troubled, in my Father’s house are many mansions.” 
And truly they are countless and varied and glorious as 
the stars of light, limitless as the Universe, where there is 
I will fain believe, space and a place assigned to the lowest 
spiritual essence as to the highest hierarch of Heaven. 

The loving God creates not to destroy. Science teaches 
that not one atom can ever be lost, only it may be 
dispersed to form new combinations. Are then intelli. 
gence, affection, volition, less than matter, that they 


OF UGLY, A SCOTCH TERRIER. III 


must suffer, contrary to all analogy, annhiliation? Can the 
instinct, if you like, which shows itself in love, devotion, 
gratitude, go out in a breath, in one sigh,—and then, nothing ? 
I cannot think so, and should the angel Gabriel come down 
_ to teach to me the doctrine of annihilation, 1 should believe 
it was Satan clothed in the form of an angel of light; so 
convinced am I that NoTHING CAN PERISH which God ever saw 
fit to create. The butterfly, which has often been cited as 
the emblem of man’s death and resurrection, may equally, 
and even better, apply to the lower creatures, because it is 
one of these itself. In this case we see the transformation 
with our bodily eyes; why then, because we cannot also 
thus perceive what occurs to the soul of the animal after 
death should we deny the analogy ? 

Spiritualism (which I beg my readers will not confound 
with table-turning and rapping), Spiritualism, by which I 
mean the highest inspirational philosophy which teaches of 
_the relation of spirit to matter, embracing all the hidden 
forces, electrical, magnetic, and sympathetic, which govern 
our inner nature has also some most beautiful theories 
respecting the future state of animals. 

Mrs. Emma Hardinge, whose most wonderful powers as 
an inspirational speaker and logical reasoner are now be- 
ginning to be known and appreciated in her own country, 
as they long since have been in the far West, delighted me 
with the certainly beautiful thought that even “ the sufferings 
of the poor animals here, are working for their ultimate 
good by purifying their spirits, and thus preparing them for 
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a higher state of being, in which they will progress nearer 
to their Maker; doubtless the object and aim of their 
creation.” 

In a very pretty little book I have seen, called ‘“‘ Heaven 
Opened,” purporting to be also a spiritual or inspirational 
work, I find this charming conceit, if you please so to term 
it, which, if madness it is, there is at least “method in 
‘it.’ Speaking of a pet bird, the spirit of a child answering 
a sister’s question as to its future, says, ‘‘ You would find 
your pretty bird here, because its little life is always 
near you, because by your love you made it a little 
part of your own life, and when you come, these little 
loves, that are part of your atmosphere, will become em. 
bodied: that is how pet birds and animals can come, they 
come in your lives and are embodied.” In another place, 
an older spirit says (or, if my readers prefer it), is supposed 
to say, “The loves of pet animals become incorporated 
with the life of the sphere surrounding each individual , 
when this individual passes away into another state of ex. 
istence, the deeper the love, the purer, more complete, and 
more actual becomes the embodiment.” 

That there is a sphere or presence surrounding each of 
us can scarcely be doubted by the philosophical and 
thoughtful observer, it is to this sphere we must attribute 
what we feel to be a charm or the reverse on approaching 
an individual ere the first word be spoken, It is this spiritual 
presence which makes itself frequently felt just before the 
entrance of any person, so that there is a real foundation for 
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the old saying “ Talk of his Satanic Majesty and he will 
be sure to appear.” 

That the dog recognises this sphere in a remarkable . 
manner cannot be questioned, he feels his beloved master’s 
approach long before he can discern it even by the fine 
sense of smell he possesses, and how quickly does he in 
common with all domestic animals discern the sphere of 
cruelty or benevolence in human beings. Who has not 
observed the savage growl and persistent rejection of all 
advances from some persons and the fond joyful caresses 
bestowed, often unsolicited, on others ? 

It is, perhaps, also in consequence of the dog’s life being so — 
bound up spiritually and affectionally in that of his master, 
that we have such frequent instances of the faithful creature 
following him to the grave, and breathing his last sigh on 
his tomb. In a German work, of which Mr. William Howitt 
gives us an abridged translation in the Spiritual Magazine for 
March, 1871, there is a curious account of two peasant girls 
who, though ignorant, uttered when in a state of trance, the 
most wonderful, learned and religious teachings. These girls 
lived at Munich, in the year 1855. “Their teachings as 
to the destinies of man,” says Mr. Howitt, alluding to their 
communications, “ are those of the Bible and history, and we 
need not dwell upon them, there, is however, one particular 
worth noting as regards animals. They assert there are in 
the invisible world animals of all kinds possessing an intel- 
ligible speech as they had on earth before the Fall and hey 
sing the praises of God in language intelligible to the Angels.” 
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Nor is this a belief of modern times alone. The Greeks 
held it and old Homer sang of it. Theocritus tells us that 
‘ when Hercules slew the Nemean lion “ Hades received a 
monster soul?” Virgil inhis 6th Book speaks of animals 
seen by Aineas in the lower realms, The same ideas have 
been found in the Druid traditions, and Ossian is not silent on 
the subject. The Indian too, believes he will be accom- 
panied by his faithful dog as he ranges the hunting grounds 
of the Great Spirit. Modern authors among whom may be 
noted, Southey, Miss Seward, and Lamartine have written 
verses on the future life of the dumb creation; and why 
indeed should the good God place these guiltless victims ina 
wicked and cruel world, and refuse them admittance to a 
beautiful and harmonious one? Wherefore should the 
once denizens of an earthly Paradise be found unworthy to 
bask in the verdant glades of a heavenly Eden? ’Tis at 
least a beautiful faith, nor is there, as we have noted, any - 
thing really contrary to it, to be found in the Scriptures. 

‘“* The invisible things of God” saith the Apostle “are 
clearly seen by the things which are made;” thus then 
in the beautiful archetypal world where float the 
essences of things, surely we shall find fairer flo wers, 
brighter birds, and animals more beauteous than were ever 
seen here. 

Nothing fair and precious can perish out of the universe 
of God, and surely the higher we rise out of the quagmire 
of materialism where floundered that prophet who denied a 
soul to Woman, where wallow in still deeper mire, the 


OF UGLY, A SCOTCH TERRIER. T1§ 


infidels of Christendom who condemn all alike to annihilation 
the larger will become our insight into the great and infinitely 
loving heart of God! And God loves to be trusted !—thrice 
happy those who through the shadow of the dark valley 
behold the most clearly and distinctly the glittering towers 
of the heavenly Jerusalem. The beautiful is ever true 
because truth is beautiful in itself and commends itself irre- 
sistibly to the admiration and approval of our higher nature. 
We may therefore almost test the one with the other and 
say—This is True because Beautiful and Beautiful because 
Divinely True. 


euiny Farrururt, Printer, Victoria Press, Princes Street, Hanover Square, VW. 


BY THE SAME AUTHOR. 


MURIEL, OR SOCIAL FETTERS.* 


The plot of ‘‘ Muriel ’’ is simple and probable. The whole book is 
full of choice flowers of piety, rhetoric, lofty sentiment, and poetic 
diction. There is a copious flow of that delicious modern commodity 
word painting.—/all Mall Gazette. 


“ Muriel” is a delightful novel, full of deep touches of human nature, 
replete with graceful, tender delicacy, and highly interesting. The 
characters are graphically depicted, and the events dramatically set 
forth, Whoever reads a novel should read this.—Court Journal. 


“Muriel ’’ has but one fault—its shortness; it displays all those 
“superior merits which attend the most popular novels of the day. There 
is a force and truthfulness about it which marks it asa production of no 
ordinary mind, and if graphic description, deep pathos, and healthful 
sentiment are characteristics of a good work of fiction, then may 
‘* Muriel” be ranked among the best.—Mew Sporting Magazine. 


“Muriel ” is a novel which may almost be accepted as a type of the 
modern novels of society.— Sunday Times. 


The trouble of Muriel and the young Sir Gerald are of a varied cha- 
racter arising from doubts, fears, jealousies, and misapprehensions, 
frequent enough in real life; and how they suffer, and are eventually 
extricated from their false position is told in a lively and engaging 
manner by the authoress.—Mews of the World. 


A considerable portion of the British press has passed high enconiums 
_ upon ‘‘ Muriel.”—Home Journal, New York. 


* Popular edition, J. Burns, 15, Southampton Row, Holborn. 
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